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TO THE RIGHT HONs 


EARL COWPER. 


MY LORD, 


My obligations to your lordship are 80 great and sin- 
gular, 0 much exceeding all acknowledgment, and yet 50 
highly demanding all that | can ever make, that nothing has 
been a greater uneasiness to me than to think that I have not 
publicly owned them sooner. The honour of having been 
admitted to your lordship's acquaintance and conversation, 
and the pleasure I have sometimes had of sharing in your 
private hours and retirement from the town, were a happi- 
ness Sufficient of itself to require ſrom me the utmost returns 
of gratitude. But your lordship was $0on pleased to add to 
this, your generous care of providing for one who had given 
you no solicitation ; and before I could ag, or even expect 
it, to honour me with an employment; which, though valued 
on other accounts, became most so to me, by the single cir- 
cumstance of its placing me near your lordship. But I am 
not to bound my acknowledgments here: when your lordship 
withdrew from public business; voir care of me did not cease 
till you had recommended me to your successor, the present 
Lord Chancellor. So that my having since had the ſelicity to 
be continued in the ame employment, undera patron to whom 
I have so many obligations, and who has particularly shown 
a pleasure in encouraging the lovers of learning and arts, 
is an additional obligation, for which I am originally indebted 
to your lordship. | 

And yet I have said nothing as'l ought of your lordship's 
favours, unless I could describe a thousand agreeable circum- 
Stances which attend and heighten them. To give, is an act 
of power common to the great; but to double any gift by tie 
manner of bestowing it, is an art known only to the most 


1 DEDICATION. 


elegant minds, and a pleasure tasted by none but persons of 
the most refined humanity. 

As ſor the tragedy | now humbly dedicate to your lordship, 
part of it was written in the neighbourhood of your lordship's 
pleasant seat in the country; Where it had the good fortune 
to grow np under your early approbation and encouragement; 
and I persuade myself it will now be received by your lordship 
with that indulgence, the exercise of which is natural to you, 
and is not the least of those distinguishing virtues by which 
you have gained an unsought popularity, and without either 
study or design have made yourself one of the most beloved 
persons of the age in which you live. Here, my lord, I have 
a large subject before me, if I were capable of pursuing it, 
and if | were not acquainted with your lordship's particular 
delicacy, by which you are not more careful to deserve the 
greatest praises, than you are nice in receiving even the least. 
{ shall thereſore only presume to add, that I am, with the 


greatest zeal, 


My lord, 
Your lordship's most obliged, 
Most dutiful and 
Devoted humble servant, 
Feb. 6, 1719-20. 


JOHN HUGHES. 


3 Fung * ai $I, 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Tur time of the following action is about two years after Mahomet's 
death, under the next succeeding caliph, Abubeker. The Saracen ca- 
liphs were supreme both in spiritual and temporal affairs; and Abubeker, 
following the steps of Mahomet, had made a considerable progress in 
propagating his new superstitions by the sword. He had sent a nume- 
rous army into Syria, under the command of Caled, a bold and bloody 
Arabian, who had conquered several towns. The spirit of enthusiasm, 
newly poured forth among them, acted in its utmost vigour; and the per- 
suasion, that they who turned their backs in fight were accursed of God, 
and that they who fell in battle passed immediately into Paradise, made 
them an overmatch for all the forces which the Grecian emperor Hera- 
clius could send against them. It was a very important time, and the 
eyes of the whole world were fixed with terror on these successful savages, 
who committed all their barbarities under the name of religion; and soon 
after, by extending their conquests over the Grecian empire, and through 
Persia and Egypt, laid the foundation of that mighty empire of the Sa- 
racens, which lasted for several centuries; to which the Turks of latter 
years Succeeded, 

The Saracens were now set down before Damascus, the capital city of 
Syria, when the action of this tragedy begins. This was about the year 
of our Lord 634. All who have written of those times represent the state 
of christianity in great confusion, very much corrupted, and divided with 
controversies and disputes, which, together with an universal depravity 
of manners, and the decay of good policy and ancient discipline in the 
empire, gave a mighty advantage to Mahomet and his followers, and 
prepared the way for their amazing success. 
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Tus is a very noble production from the pen of Hucunrs. 
The characters are finely sustained and well contrasted— 
Barbarian fierceness and Christian firmness are in fine appo- 
sition throughout. The business is now highly interesting, 
and was originally more so, before the ignorance of the Ma- 
nagers of the Play-house altered the original design—They 
had, it seems, certain fairy notions of chivalry and heroism 
in their heads, and could not tolerate a hero after he had 
changed his religion. 


The excellent Author altered his play, for the benefit of 
his relations; for he himself died on the night of its first re- 


presentation, Feb. 17, 1719-20. 


We now see this piece usually once in a season, chiefly 
in benefit time: it merits, however, to be constantly seen and 
read; for, as a composition, modern times have shown nothing 


near it. 
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PROLOGUE. 


OFT has the muse here try'd her magic arts, 
To raise your fancies, and engage your hearts. 
When ver this little pot abe shakes her wand, 
T owns, cities, nations, rise at her command; 
And armies march obedient to her call, 


New states are form'd, and ancient empires fall. 


To wary your instrufion and delight, 
Past ages roll renew'd before your sight. 
His awful form the Greek and Roman wears, 
Wak®d from his slumber of two thousand years ; 
And man's whole race, restor'd to joy and pain, 
Ad all their little greatness oer again. 

No common woes to-night we get to view, 
Important in the time, the story new. 
Our of ning scenes shall to your sight disclose 
How spiritual dragooning first arose; 


Claims drawn from Heaw*n by a barbarian lord, 


And faith first propagated by the sxword. 

In rocky Araby this pest began, 

And swifily o'er the neighbouring country ran : 
By Faction weaken'd, and disunion broke, 
Degenerate provinces admit the yoke 3 


Nor stopp*d their pregress, till, resistless grown, 
T enthusiasts made all Asia's avorld their own, 
Britons, be warn'd; let &en your pleasures here 


Conwvey some moral io th attentive ear. 
Beware, lest blessings long possest displease; 
Ner grow supine with liberty and eate. 
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viii PROLOGUE. 


Your country's glory be your constant aim, 

Her safety all is yours==think yours her fame. 
Unite at home —forego intestine jars ; 

Then scorn the rumours of religious wars ; 

Speak loud in thunder from your guarded shore, 
And tell the Continent the ea is yours. 

Speak on—and gay, by war you 'll peace maintain, 
Till brightest years, rezerv'd for George's reign, 
Adwance, and shine in their appointed round : 
Arts then shall flourish, plenteous joys abound, 
And, cheer'd by him, each loyal muse shall ging, 
The happiest island, and the greatest king. 
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Dramatis Perſonat. 


COVEVNT- GARDEN. 


CHRISTIANS. 
Men. 


Eunz Ns, Governor of Damascus Mr. Hull. 
HzxRIS, his Friend, one of the Chiefs of 


W >> =" 3. Mr. Fearon. 
ProcyAas, a noble and valiant Syrian 
privately in love with Eudocia = = | Mr, Pope. 


ARTAMON, an Officer of the Guards Mr. Davies. 


SeRG1vs, an Express from the Emperor : 
Seraclius — * & TS VE TR oO pf "+ Mr, Cubitt. 


Nomen. 
Eu Doc, Daughter to Eumene Mrs. Pope. 


Officers, Soldiers, Citizens, and Attendants, 


SARACENS, 


Cart, General of the Saracen Army - Mr. Henderson. 
ABuDAH, next in command under Caled - Mr. Farren, 


DaraAn, a wild Arabian, professing Ma- 
hometanism for the sake of the spoil = 


A X 8 Saracen Captains 


Mr. Thompson. 


Mr. Helme. 
3 Mr. Ledger. 


Officers, Soldiers, and Attendants, 


Scr, the City of Damascus, in Syria, and the Saracen 
Camp before it. And, in the last Act, a Valley adjacent. 
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THE SIEGE OF DAMASCUS. 
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ACT IJ. SCENE I. 


The City. Enter EUMENES followed by a Crowd of People. 


Eumenes, 
I'LL hear no more. Begone ! 
Or stop your clamorous mouths, that still are open 
To bawl sedition, and consume our corn. 
If you will follow me, send home your women, 
And follow to the walls ; there earn your safety, 
As brave men should.—Pity your wives and children! 
Yes, I do pity them, Heaven knows I do, 
E'en more than you ; nor will I yield them up, 
Tho? at your own request, a prey to ruffians— 
Herbis, what news ? | 10 


Enter HER BIS. 


Herb. News !—we re betray'd, deserted; 
The works are but half mann'd ; the Saracens 
Perceive it, and pour on such crowds, they blunt 
Our weapons, and have drain'd our stores of death. 
What will you next ? 

Eum. I've sent a fresh recruit; 
The valiant Phocyas leads them on—whose deeds 
In early youth assert his noble race; 
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A more than common ardour seems to warm 
His breast, as if he lov'd and courted danger. 
Herb. I fear 't will be too late. 
Eum. | Aside.] I fear it too: 
And tho? I brav'd it to the trembling crowd, 
I 've caught th? infection, and I dread th' event. 
Would I had treated—but 't is now too late— 
Come, Herbis. [ Exeunt, 
[ A noise is heard without, of cfficers giving orders, 
1 Off. Help there! more help! all to the eastern gate! 
24 Off. Look where they cling aloft, like cluster'd bees ! 
Here, archers, ply your bows. 
1:t Offi. Down with the ladders. 30 
What, will you let them mount? 
2d Off, Aloft there ! give the signal, you that wait 
In St. Mark's tower. 
1:t Off. Is the town asleep ? 
Ring out th' alarum bell! | 
[ Bell rings, and the citizens run to and fro in confusion. 
| [ 4 great bout. 


Enter HER BIS. 


Herb. So—the tide turns; Phocyas has driven it back, 
The gate once more is ours, 


Euter Euukxks, PhHOCY As, ARTAMON, Cc. 


Eum. Brave Phocyas, thanks! mine and the people's 
thanks. [ People about and cry, A Phocyas ! Oc. 
Vet, that we may not lose this breathing space, 


Hang out the flag of truce. Vou, Artamon, 40 


Haste with a trumpet to th' Arabian chiefs, 
And let them know, that, hostages exchang'd, 
I'd meet them now upon the eastern plain. [ Exit Art, 
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Pho. What means Eumenes? 
Eum. Phocyas, I would try 
By friendly treaty, if on terms of peace 
They' yet withdraw their powers. 
Pho. On terms of peace! 
What peace can you expect from bands of robbers? 
What terms from slaves, but slavery? - Vou know 50 
These wretches fight not at the call of honour; 
For injur'd rights, or birth, or jealous greatness, 
That sets the princes of the world in arms. 
Base- born, and starv'd amidst their stony deserts, 
Long have they view'd from far, with wishing eyes, 
Our fruitful vales, our fig- trees, olives, vines, 
Our cedars, palms, and all the verdant wealth 
That crowns fair Lebanon's aspiring brows. 
Here have the locusts pitch'd, nor will they leave 
These tasted sweets, these blooming fields of plenty, 60 
For barren sands, and native poverty, 
Till driven away by force. 
Eum, What can we do? 
Our people in despair, our soldiers harass'd 
With daily toil, and constant nightly watch ; 
Our hope of succours from the emperor 
Uncertain ; Eutyches not yet return'd, 
That went to ask them; one brave army beaten ; 
Th' Arabians numerous, cruel, flush*d with conquest. 
Herb, Besides, you know what frenzy fires their minds 70 
Of their new faith, and drives them on to danger. 
Eum. True ; — they pretend the gates of Paradise 
Stand ever open to receive the souls 
Of all that die in fighting for their cause. 
Pho. Then would I send their souls to Paradise, 
And give their bodies to our Syrian eagles. 
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Our ebb of fortune is not yet so low 
To leave us desperate. Aids may soon arrive; 
Mean time, in spite of their late bold attack, 
The city still is ours; their force repell'd, 80 
And therefore weaker: proud of this success, 
Our soldiers too have gain'd redoubled courage, 
And long to meet them on the open plain. 
What hinders, then, but we repay this outrage, 
And sally on their camp? | 
Eum. No—let us first 
Believe th? occasion fair, by this advantage, 
To purchase their retreat on easy terms: 
That failing, we the better stand acquitted 
To our own citizens. Howe'er, brave Phocyas, 90 
Cherish this ardour in the soldiery, | 
And in our absence form what force thou canst. 
Then, if these hungry blood-hounds of the war. 
Should still be deaf to peace, at our return 
Our widen'd gates shall pour a sudden flood 
Of vengeance on them, and chastise their corn. [ Excunt. 


SCENE II. 


A Plain before the City, A Prospect of Tents at a Distance. 
Enter CALED, ABUDAH, and DARAN. 


Dar. To treat, my chiefs !l===What! are we merchants 
then, 
That only come to traffic with these Syrians, 
And poorly cheapen conquest on conditions ? 
No; we were sent to fight the caliph's battles, 100 
Till every iron neck bend to obedience. 
Another storm makes this proud city ours ; 
What need to treat? — I am for war and plunder, 
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Cal. Why, so am I—and, but to save the lives 

Of mussulmans, not christians, I would not treat. 

I hate these christian dogs; and *tis our task, 

As thou observ'st, to fight; our law enjoins it: 

Heaven, too, is promis'd only to the valiant. 

Oft' has our prophet said, the happy plains 

Above lie stretch'd beneath the blaze of swords., _ 110 
Abu. Yet Daran's loth to trust that Heaven for pay 

This earth, it seems, has gifts that please him more. 
Cal. Check not his zeal, Abudah. 

Abu. No; I praise it. 

Yet, I could wish that zeal had better motives, 

Has victory no fruits but blood and plunder ? 

That we were sent to fight, 't is true; but wherefore ? 

For conquest, not destruction. That obtain'd, 

The more we spare, the caliph has more subjects, 

And Heaven is better serv'd— But see, they come. 120 


Enter EUMENEs, HERBIS, and ARTAMON. 


Cal. Well, christians, we are met—and war awhile, 
At your request, has still'd its angry voice, 
To hear what you will purpose. 
Eum. We come to know, 
After so many troops you ve lost in vain, 
If you *Il draw off in peace, and save the rest. 
Herb, Or rather to know first—for yet we know not— 
Why on your heads you call our pointed arrows 
In our own just defence? What means this visit? 
And why see we so many thousand tents 130 
Rise in the air, and whiten all our fields? 
Cal. Is that a question now? you had our summons, 
When first we march'd against you, to surrender. 
Two moons have wasted since, and now the third 
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Is in its wane, I is true, drawn off awhile, 
At Aiznadin we met and fought the powers 
Sent by your emperor to raise our siege. 
Vainly you thought us gone; we gain'd a conquest. 
You see we are return'd ; our hearts, our cause, 
Our swords the same. 140 
Herb. But why those swords were drawn, 
And what 's the cause, inform us. 
Eum, Speak your wrongs, 
If wrongs you have receiv'd, and by what means 
They may be now repair'd. 
Abu. Then, christians, hear! 
And Heaven inspire you to embrace its truth ! 
Not wrongs t' avenge, but to establish right, 
Our swords were drawn: for such is Heaven's command 
Immutable, By us great Mahomet, 150 
And his successor, holy Abubeker, 
Invite you to the faith. 
« Art. [Atide.] So—then, it seems 
« There 's no harm meant; we're only to be beaten 
© Into a new religion—lf that 's all, 
« find I am already half a convert.“ 
Eum, Now, in the name of Heaven, what faith is this, 
That stalks gigantic forth thus arm'd with terrors, 
As if it meant to ruin, not to save? 
That leads embattled legions to the field, 160 
And marks its progress out with blood and slaughter ? 
Herb, Bold, frontless men ! that impudently dare 
To blend religion with the worst of crimes! _ 
And sacrilegiously usurp that name, 
To cover frauds and justify oppression ! 
Eum. Where are your priests ? What doctors of your law 
Have you e'er sent t' ins truct us in its precepts ? 
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To solve our doubts, and satisfy our reason, 
And kindly lead us thro? the wilds of error 
To these new tracts of truth This would be friendship, 170 
And well might claim our thanks. 
Cal. Friendship like this 
With scorn had been received: your numerous vices, 
Your clashing sects, your mutual rage and strife, 
Have driven religion, and her angel guards, 
Like out- casts from amongst you. In her stead, 
Usurping superstition bears the sway, 
And reigns in mimic state, midst idol shows, 
And pageantry of power. Who does not mark 
Your lives? Rebellious to your own great prophet 180 
Who mildly taught you—Therefore Mahomet 
Has brought the sword to govern you by force, 
* Nor will accept obedience so precarious.” 
Eum, O solemn truths ! tho? from an impious tongue! | 
[ 4side, 
That we're unworthy of our holy faith, 
To Heaven, with grief and conscious shame, we own. 
But what are you that thus arraign our vices, 
And consecrate your own ? Vile hypocrites ! 
Are you not sons of rapine, foes to peace, 
Base robbers, murderers 
Cal. Christian, no 
Eum. Then say 
Why have you ravag'd all our peaceful borders ? 
Plunder'd our towns? and by what claim e'en now 
You tread this ground ? 
Herb. What claim but that of hunger? 
The claim of ravenous wolves, that leave their dens 
To prowl at midnight round some sleeping village, 
0 


190 
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Or watch the shepherd's folded flock for prey ? 

Cal. Blasphemers, know, your fields and towns are ours; 
Our prophet has bestow'd them on the faithful, 201 
And Heaven itself has ratify*d the grant. 

Eum, Oh! now indeed you boast a noble title ! 

What could your prophet grant ? a hireling slave ! 
Not e'en the mules and camels which he drove 
Were his to give; and yet the bold impostor 

Has canton'd out the kingdoms of the earth, 

In frantic fits of visionary power, 

To sooth his pride, and bribe his fellow madmen ! 

Cal. Was it for this you sent to ask a parley, 210 

T' affront our faith, and to traduce our prophet ? 
Well might we answer you with quick revenge 
For such indignities—Yet hear, once more, 
Hear this our last demand ; and this accepted, 
We yet withdraw our war. Be christians still, 
But swear to live with us in firm alliance, 

To yield us aids, and pay us annual tribute. 

Eum. No—Should we grant you aid, we must be rebels; 
And tribute is the slavish badge of conquest. 

Yet since, on just and honourable terms, 220 
We ask but for our own—ten silken vests, 

Weighty with pearl and gems, we ?ll send your caliph ; 
Two, Caled, shall be thine; two thine, Abudah. 

To each inferior captain we decree 

A turban spun from our Damascus flax, 

White as the snows of heaven; to every soldier 

Ascimitar. This, and of solid gold 

Ten ingots, be the price to buy your absence. 

Cal. This, and much more, even all your shining wealth 
Will soon be ours : look round your Syrian frontiers! 230 
«« See in how many towns our hoisted flags 
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« Are waving in the wind ; Sachna, and Hawran, 
« Proud Tadmor, Aracah, and stubborn Bosra 
« Have bow'd beneath the yoke—behold our march 
« O'er half your land, like flame thro? fields of harvest. 
« And last view Aiznadin, that vale of blood ! 
There seek the souls of forty thousand. Greeks 
That, fresh from life, yet hover o'er their bodies. 
« Then think, and then resolve. 

« Herb, Presumptuous men! 
e What tho? you yet can boast successful guilt, 
Is conquest only yours? Or dare you hope 
That you $hall stil] pour on the swelling tide, 


“Like some proud river that has left its banks, 
«« Nor ever know repulse ? 


% Eum, Have you forgot 
Not twice seven years are past, since e' en your prophet, 
“Bold as he was, and boasting aid divine, 
« Was by the tribe of Coresh forc'd to fly, 


« Poorly to fly, to save his wretched life, 
« From Mecca to Medina? 


&« Abu, No—forgot ! 
« We well remember how Medina screen'd 
That holy head, preserv'd for better days, 
« And ripening years of glory!“ 
Dar. Why, my chiefs, 
Will you waste time in offering terms despis'd 
To these idolaters? Words are but air, 
Blows would plead better. 
Cal. Daran, thou say'st true. 
Christians, here end our truce. Behold once more 
The sword of Heaven is drawn! nor shall be sheath'd 
But in the bowels of Damascus. 


240 


260 
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Eum, That, | | 
Or speedy vengeance, and destruction due 
To the proud menacers, as Heaven sees fit ! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


A Garden, Enter Eu bpociA. 


Eud. All 's hush'd around !——No more the shout of 
soldiers 
And clash of arms tumultuous fill the air. 
Methinks this interval of terror seems 
Like that, when the loud thunder just has roll'd 270 
O'er our affrighted heads, and in the heavens 
A momentary silence but prepares 
A second and a louder clap to follow. 


Enter PROCY AS, 


O no—my hero comes with better omens, 

And every gloomy thought is now no more. 
Pho. Where is the treasure of my soul ?»—Eudocia, 

Behold me here impatient, like the miser 

That often steals in secret to his gold, 

And counts with trembling joy, and jealous transport, 

The shining heaps which he still fears to lose. 280 
Eud. Welcome, thou brave, thou best deserving lover! 

How do I doubly share the common safety, 

Since 't is a debt to thee !- But tell me, Phocyas, 

Dost thou bring peace? Thou dost, and I am happy! 
Pho. Not yet, Eudocia; 't is decreed by Heaven 

I must do more to merit thy esteem. 

Peace, like a frighted dove, has wing'd her flight 
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> 
To distant hills, beyond these hostile tents ; 
And thro* them we must thither force our way, | 
If we would call the lovely wanderer back 290 


To her forsaken home. 
« Eud. False flattering hope! 
« Vanish'd so soon I[-alas, my faithful fears 
« Return, and tell me, we must still be wretched ! 
« Pho. Not so, my fair; if thou but gently smile, 
« Inspiring valour and presaging conquest, 
« These barbarous foes to peace and love shall soon 
« Be chasꝰ d, like fiends before the morning light, 
And all be calm again.” 
Eud. Is the truce ended? 
Must war, alas! renew its bloody rage, 
And Phocyas ever be expos'd to danger? 
Pho. Think for whose sake danger itself has charms, 
Dismiss thy fears; the lucky hour comes on, 
Full fraught with joys, when my big soul no more 
Shall labour with this secret of my passion, 
To hide it from thy jealous father's eyes. 
Just now, by signals from the plain, I've learn'd 
That the proud foe refuse us terms of honour ; 
A sally is resolv'd; the citizens 
And soldiers, kindled into sudden fury, 
Press all in crowds, and beg [ll lead them on. 
Oh, my Eudocia! if I now succeed 
Did I say if? I must, I will; the cause 
Is love, 't is liberty, it is Eudocia ! 
« What then shall hinder, since our mutual faith 
« Is pledg'd, and thou consenting to my bliss, 
“But I may boldly ask thee of Eumenes, 
Nor fear a rival's more prevailing claim?“ 


Eud, May blessings still attend thy arms !-=Methinks 320 


300 


310 


22 THE SIEGE OF DAMASCUS. AX I, 


I've caught the flame of thy heroic ardous, 

And now I see thee crown'd with palm and olive; 
The soldiers bring thee back with songs of triumph 
And loud applauding shouts; thy rescu*d country 
Resound thy praise; “ our emperor Heraclius 

«« Decree thee honours for a city sav*d,” 

And pillars rise of monumental brass, 
Inscrib'd— To Phocyas the deliverer. 

Pho. The honours and rewards which thou hast nam'd, 
Are bribes too little for my vast ambition, 330 
My soul is full of thee! Thou art my all 
Of fame, of triumph, and of future fortune. 

T was love of thee first sent me forth in arms: 
My service is all thine, to thee devoted, 
And thou alone canst make &en conquest pleasing. 

« Eud. O, do not wrong thy merit, nor restrain it 
To narrow bounds ; but know, I best am pleas'd 
« To share thee with thy country. Oh, my Phocyas! 

« With conscious blushes oft I've heard thy vows, 

« And strove to hide, yet more reveal'd my heart 340 

« But 't is thy virtue justifies my choice, 

« And what at first was weakness, now is glory. 

« Pho. Forgive me, thou fair pattern of all goodness, 

« If, in the transport of unbounded passion, 

still am lost to every thought but thee : 

« Yet sure to love thee thus is every virtue, 

«« Nor need I more perfection. Hark! I am call'd. 
[Trumpet sounds. 

Eud. Then go—and Heaven with all its angels guard thee! 

Pbo. Farewell !—for thee once more I draw the sword. 
Now to the field to gain the glorious prize ; 350 
J is victory the word - Eudocia's eyes! [ Exeunt, 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
—— 


The Governors Palace, Enter EUMENES and HERR Bis, 


Herbis. 
ST1LL I must say, 't was wrong, 't was wrong, Eumenes, 
And mark th' event! 
Eum, What could I less? You saw 
T was vain t' oppose it, whilst his eager valour, 
Impatient of restraint 
Herb. His eager valour! 
His rashness, his hot youth, his valour's fever! 
Must we, whose business is to keep our walls, 
And manage warily our little strength— 
Must we at once lavish away our blood, 10 
Because his pulse beats high, and his mad courage 
Wants to be breath'd in some new enterprise 
You should not have consented, 
Eum. You forgot. 
T was not my voice alone; you saw the people 
(And sure such sudden instincts are from Heaven!) 
Rose all at once to follow him, as if 
One soul inspir'd them, and that soul were Phocyas'. 
Herb. I had indeed forgot, and ask your pardon, 
I took you for Eumenes, and I thought 20 
That in Damascus you had chief command. 
Eum. What dost thou mean? 
Herb. Nay, who 's forgetful now ? 
You say the people—Yes, that very people, 
That coward tribe that press'd you to surrender! 
Well may they spurn at lost authority; 
Whom they like better, better they ?ll obey, 
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Eum. O I could curse the giddy changeful slaves, 
But that the thought of this hour's great event 


Possesses all my soul. If we are beaten | 30 
Herb. The poison works; 't is well—I'll give him more. 
LAtide. 


True, if we're beaten, who shall answer that? 
Shall you, or I? Are you the governor ?—— 
Or say we conquer, whose is then the praise? 
Eum, I know thy friendly fears; that thou and I 
Must stoop beneath a beardless rising hero; 
And in Heraclius' court it shall be said, 
Damascus, nay perhaps the empire too, 
Ow'd its deliverance to a boy ,—— Why be it, 
So that he now return with victory; 
'T is honour greatly won, and let him wear it. 
Yet I could wish I needed less his service. 
Were Eutyches return'd—— 
Herb. [ Aside.] That, that 's my torture. 
I sent my son to th' emperor's court, in hopes 
His merit at this time might raise his fortunes; , 
But Phocyas—curse upon his forward virtues !—— 
Is reaping all this field of fame alone, 
Or leaves him scarce the gleanings of a harvest. 
Eum, See Artamon with hasty strides returning, 50 
He comes alone !—O friend, thy fears were just. 
What are we now, and what is lost Damascus ? 


4 49 


Enter ARTAMON, 


Art. Joy to Eumenes ! 

Zum. Joy !——1$ 't possible? 
Dost thou bring news of victory? 

Art. The sun 
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Is set in blood, and from the western skies 
Has seen three thousand slaughter'd Arabs fall. 
Herb. Is Phocyas safe? 
Art. He is, and crown'd with triumph. 69 
Herb. [ Aside.] My fears indeed were just. 
[ Shout, A Phocyas ! A Phocyas l 
Eum. What noise 1s that? 
Herb. The people worshipping their new divinity, 
Shortly they Il build him temples. 
Eum, Tell us, soldier, 
Since thou hast shar'd the glory of this action, 
Tell us how it began. 
Art. At first the foe 
Seem'd much surpris'd ; but taking soon the alarm 
Gather'd some hasty troops, and march'd to meet us. 70 
The captain of these bands look'd wild and fierce, 
His head unarm'd, as if in scorn of danger, 
And naked to the waist; as he drew near 
He rais'd his arm and shook a ponderous lance z 
When all at once, as at a signal given, 
We heard the Tecbir, so these Arabs call 
Their shouts of onset, when with loud appeal 
They challenge Heaven, as if demanding conquest. 
The battle join'd, and thro? the barbarous host 
Fight, fight, and Paradise, was all the cry. 89 
At last our leaders met; and gallant Phocyas =— 
But what are words to tell the mighty wonders 
We saw him then perform ?—Their chief unhors'd, 
The Saracens soon broke their ranks and fled; 
And had not a thick evening fog arose 
“(Which sure the devil rais'd up to save his friends)“ 
The slaughter had been ann behold ! 
The hero comes. 
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Enter Pnoc vas, EUMENES meeting him. 


Eum, Joy to brave Phocyas ! 
Eumenes gives him back the joy he sent. go 
The welcome news has reach'd this place before thee. 
How $hall thy country pay the debt she owes thee ? 
Pho. By taking this as earnest of a debt 
Which I owe her, and fain would better pay. 
Her. In spite of envy I must praise him too. [ 4siae, 
Phocyas, thou hast done bravely, and 't is fit 
Successful virtue take a time to rest. 
« Fortune is fickle, and may change ; besides, 
« What shall we gain, if from a mighty ocean 
«« By sluices we draw off some little streams?“ 100 
If thousands fall, ten thousands more remain. 
Nor ought we hazard worth so great as thine 
Against such odds. Suffice what *s done already ; 
And let us now, in hope of better days, 
Keep wary watch, and wait th' expected succours. 
Pho. What !- to be coop'd whole months within our walls! 
To rust at home, and sicken with ination ? 
The courage of our men will droop and die, 
If not kept up by daily exercise. 
Again the beaten foe may force our gates 110 
And victory, if slighted thus, take wing, a 
And fly where she may find a better welcome. 
Art. [ Atide.] It must be s0—he hates him, on my soul! 
This Herbis is a foul old envious knave. 
Methinks Eumenes too might better thank him. 
Eum. I To Herbis aside.] Urge him no more ;— 
III think of thy late warning; 
And thou shalt see I ?ll yet be governor. 
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A Letter brought in. 


Pho. | Locking on it.] I is to Eumenes. 
Eum. Ha! from Eutyches. 120 
[Reads.] The emperor, awaken'd with the danger 
'That threatens his dominions, and the loss 
At Aiznadin, has drain'd his garrisons 
To raise a second army. In few hours 
We will begin our march. Sergius brings this, 
And will inform you further,'”—— 
Herb. [ 4side.] Heaven, I thank thee ! 
*T was even beyond my hopes. 
Eum, But where is Sergius: 
Mess. The letter, fasten'd to an arrow's head, 130 
Was shot into the town. 
Eum. | fear he's taken 
O Phocyas, Herbis, Artamon ! my friends ! 
You all are sharers in this news: the storm 
Is blowing o'er, that hung like night upon us, 
And threaten'd deadly ruin——Haste, proclaim 
The welcome tidings loud through all the city. 
Let sparkling lights be seen from every turret 
To tell our joy, and spread their blaze to heaven. 
Prepare for feasts; danger shall wait at distance, 140 
And fear be now no more. The jolly soldier 
And citizen shall meet o'er their full bowls, 
Forget their toils, and laugh their cares away, 
And mirth and triumphs close this happy day. | 
[ Exeunt Herb. and Art, 
Pho. And may succeeding days prove yet more happy! 
Well dost thou bid the voice of triumph sound 
Thro' all our streets; our city calls thee father; 
And say, Eumenes, dost thou not perceive 
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A father's transport rise within thy breast, 
Whilst in this a& thou art the hand of Heaven 150 
To deal forth blessings, and distribute joy ? 
Eum. The blessings Heaven bestows are freely sent, 
And should be freely shar'd. 
Pho. True — Generous minds 
Redoubled feel the pleasure they impart. 
For me, if I've deserv'd by arms or counsels, 
By hazards gladly sought, and greatly prosper'd, 
Whate'er I *ve added to the public stock, 
With joy I see it in Eumenes' hands, 
And wish but to receive my $share from thee. 160 
Eum. I cannot, if I would, withhold thy share. 
What thou hast done is thine, the fame thy own ; 
And virtuous actions will reward themselves. 
Pho, Fame - What is that, if courted for herself? 
Less than a vision; a mere sound, an echo, 
That calls with mimic voice thro? woods and labyrinths 
Her cheated lovers; lost and heard by fits, 
But never fix'd: a seeming nymph, yet nothing. 
Virtue indeed is a substantial good, 
A real beauty; yet with weary steps 170 
Thro' rugged ways, by long, laborious service, 
When we have trac'd, and woo'd, and won the dame, 
May we not then expect the dower she brings? 
Eum. Well— ask that dowry ; say, can Damascus pay it? 
Her riches shall be tax'd: name but the sum, 
Her merchants with some costly gems shall grace thee; 
Nor can Heraclius fail to grant thee honours 
Proportiqn'd to-thy birth and thy desert. 
Pho. And can Eumenes think [ would be brib'd 
'By trash, by sordid gold, to venal virtue? 189 
What! serve my country for the same mean hire, 
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That can corrupt each villain to betray her? 
Why is she sav'd from these Arabian spoilers, 

If to be stripp'd by her own sons? Forgive me 
If the thought glows on my cheeks 1“ I know 

« *T was mention'd but to prove how much I scorn it.“ 
As for the emperor, if he own my conduct, 

I shall indulge an honest pride in honours 

Which I have strove to merit. Yes, Eumenes, 

I have ambition=——yet the vast reward 

That swells my hopes, and equals all my wishes, 
Is in thy gift alone-—it is Eudocia. 

Eum. Eudocia ! Phocyas, I am yet thy friend, 
And therefore will not hold thee long 1n doubt, 
Thou must not think of her. 

Pho. Not think of her ? 

Impossible — She 's ever present to me, 

My life, my soul! she animates my being, 
And kindles up my thoughts to worthy actions. 
And why, Eumenes, why not think of her ? 

Is not my rank 

Eum. Forbear— What need a herald 
To tell me who thou art? - Vet once again 
Since thou wilt force me to a repetition, 

I say, thou must not think of her. 

Pho. Vet hear me; 

Why wilt thou judge, ere I can plead my cause? 
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Eum. Why wilt thou plead in vain ? hast thou not heard 


My choice has destin'd her to Eutyches ? 
Pho. And has she then consented to that choice? 
Eum, Has she consented !—what is her consent? 
Is she not mine? 
Pho. She is — and in that title 
Even kings with envy may behold thy wealth, 
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And think their kingdoms poor! — And yet, Eumenes, 
Shall she, by being thine, be barr'd a privilege 
Which even the meanest of her sex may claim ? 
Thou wilt not force her ? 
um. Who has told thee so? 
1d force her to be happy. 220 
Pho, That thou canst not, 
What happiness subsists in loss of freedom? 
The guest constrain'd, but murmurs at the banquet; 
Nor thanks his host, but starves amidst abundance. 
Eum. T is well, young man—Why then, I'II learn from 
thee 
To be a very tame obedient father. 
Thou hast already taught my child her duty. 
I find the source of all her disobedience, 
Her hate of me, her scorn of Eutyches; 
« Ha! Is 't not so? - Come, tell me- I'll forgive thee— 
« Hast thou not found her a most ready scholar ? 231 
« | know thou hast.”—Why, what a dull old wretch 
Was I, to think I ever had a daughter ! 
Pho: I'm sorry that Eumenes thinks 
Eum. No sorry! 
Sorry for what? then thou dost own thou *st wrong'd me ! 
That 's somewhat yet - Curse on my stupid blindness ! 
For, had I eyes, I might have seen it sooner. 
Was this the spring of thy romantic bravery, 
Thy boastful merit, thy officious service? 240 
Pho. It was with pride I own it—'t was Eudocia. 
I have serv'd thee in serving her, thou know'st it, 
And thought 1 might have found a better treatment. 
Why wilt thou force me thus to be a braggart, 
And tell thee that which thou shouldst tell thyself ? 
It grates my soul-I am not wont to talk thus. 
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But I recall my words — I have done nothing, 
And would disclaim all merit, but my love. 
Eum. O no—say on, that thou hast sav'd Damascus; 
Is it not so? Look o'er her battlements, 250 
See if the Aying foe have left their camp ! 
Why are our gates yet clos'd, if thou hast freed us? 
'T is true, thou fought'st a skirmish— What of that? 
Had Eutyches been present: 
Pho, Eutyches ! 
Why wilt thou urge my temper with that trifler ? 
O let him come ! that in yon spacious plain 
We may together charge the thickest ranks, 
Rush on to battle, wounds, and glorious death, 
And prove who 't was that best deserv'd Eudocia. 260 
Eum. That will be seen ere long—But since I find 
Thou arrogantly wouldst usurp dominion, 
Believ'st thyself the guardian genius here, 
And that our fortunes hang upon thy sword; 
Be that first try'd—for know, that from this moment 
Thou here hast no command—Parewell !—So stay, 
Or hence and join the foe thou hast thy choice. 
[Exit Eumenes. 
Pho, Spurn'd and degraded !- Proud, ungrateful man! 
Am Ja bubble then, blown up by thee, 
And toss'd into the air to make thee sport? 270 
Hence to the foe! I is well—Eudocia, 
Oh, I will see thee, thou wrong'd excellence! 
But how to speak thy wrongs, or my disgrace— 
Impossible !-Oh, rather let me walk 
Like a dumb ghost, and burst my heart in silence. [ Exit, 
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SCENE II. 


The Garden, Enter EuDocta, 


ud. Why must we meet by stealth, like guilty lovers? 
But 't will not long be so — What joy 't will be 
To own my hero in his ripen'd honours, 
And hear applauding crowds pronounce me blest ! 
Sure he 'I be here—See the fair rising moon, 280 
« Ere day's remaining twilight scarce is spent, 
« Hangs up her ready lamp, and with mild lustre 
« Drives back the hovering shade!“ Come, keen come; 
This gentle season is a friend to love; ] 
And now methinks I could with equal passion 8 
Meet thine, and tell thee all my secret soul. 


Enter PHOCY AS, 


He hears me —0O my Phocyas !—=What—not answer! | 7 
Art thou not he; or art some shadow? Speak. 
Pho. I am indeed a shadow—l am nothing. — 10 
Eud. What dost thou mean? — for now I know thee, ce 
Phocyas. 290 «c 


Pho. And never can be thine ! 
It will have vent—O barbarous, curst—but hold— 
I had forgot——it was Eudocia's father 
O, could I too forget how he has us'd me! | 
Eud. I fear to ask thee ——— 
Pho. Dost thou fear ?— Alas, 
Then thou wilt pity me O generous maid ! 
Thou hast charm'd down the rage that swell'd my heart, 
And chok'd my voice — now I can speak to thee. 
And yet 't is worse than death what 1 have suffer'd; 300 


E 
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It is the death of honour Vet that 's little; 
I is more, Eudocia, 't is the loss of thee ! 
Eud. Hast thou not conquer'd ?—What are all these shouts, 
This voice of general joy, heard far around ? 
What are these fires, that cast their glimmering light 
Against the sky!“ Are not all these thy triumphs ? 
Pho, O name not triumph ! talk no more of conquest ! 
It is indeed a night of general joy, 
But not to me; Eudocia, I am come 
To take a last farewell of thee for ever. 310 
Eud. A last farewell! 
Pho. Yes.——How wilt thou hereafter 
Look on a wretch despis'd, revil'd, cashier'd, 
Stript of command, like a base beaten coward ? 
Thy cruel father——1 have told too much; 
« I should not but for this have felt the wounds 
« ] got in fight for him—now, now they blecd. 
« But I have done—And now thou hast my story, 
« Is there a creature so accurst as Phocyas ? 
% Fud, And can it be?—lIs this then thy reward? 320 
« O Phocyas ! never wouldst thou tell me yet 
That thou hadst wounds; now I must feel them too. 
« For is it not for me thou hast borne this? 
« What else could be thy crime ?—Wert thou a traitor, 
« Hadst thou betray'd us, sold us to the foe 
« Pho. Would I be yet a traitor, I have leave; 
« Nay, I am dar'd to it with mocking scorn, 
« My crime indeed was asking thee ; that only 
* Has cancell'd all, if I had any merit; 
% The city now is safe, my service slighted, 330 
*« And I discarded like a useless thing.“ 
Nay, bid begone—and, if I like that better, 
Scek out new friends, and join your barbarous host. 
* 
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Eud. * Hold—let me think a while— [Walks atide. 
« Tho' my heart bleed, 
« ] would not have him see these dropping tears—? 
And wilt thou go, then, Phocyas ? 
P) bo. To my grave; 
Where can I bury else this foul disgrace ? 
« Alas ! that question shows how poor I am, 340 
« How very much a wretch ; for, if I go, 
« It is from thee, thou only joy of life: 
And death will then be welcome.“ 

Eud. Art thou sure 

Thou hast been us'd thus? Art thou quite undone? 
Pho, Ves, very sure What dost thou mean ? 

Eud. That then, it is a time for me—O Heaven l“ that 1 | 
Alone am grateful to this wondrous man!“ | 
To own thee, Phocyas, thus [Giving her hand] nay, glory | 

in thee, 
And show, without a blush, how much I love. 350 
We must not part c 

Pho. Then I am rich again! [ Embracing ber. 
O, no—we will not part! Confirm it, Heaven ! | 
Now thou shalt see how I will bend my spirit, \ 
With what soft patience I will bear my wrongs, 

Till I have wearied out thy father's scorn, 
Yet I have worse to tell thee—Eutyches —— 

Eud. Why wilt thou name him? 

Pho. Now, even now, he's coming! 

Just hov'ring o'er thee like a bird of prey. 360 
Thy father vows—for I must tell thee all 

of \ was this that wrung my heart, and rack'd my brain, 
Even to distraQtion !=-yows thee to his bed; 

Nay, threaten*d force, if thou refuse obedience. 

Eud, Force - threaten'd force !==my father Where 15 

nature ? 
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Is that too banish'd from his heart? O then 
I have no father—How have I deserv'd this? [ Weeping, 
No home, but am henceforth an outcast orphan ; 
For I will wander to earth's utmost bounds, 
Ere give my hand to that detested contract. 370 
O save me, Phocyas ! thou hast sav'd my father: 
Must I yet call him so, this cruel fathe 
How wilt thou now deliver poor Eudocia ? 
Pho. See how we're join'd in exile ! how our fate 
Conspires to warn us both to leave this city! 
Thou know'st the emperor is now at Antioch ; 
I have an uncle there, who, when the Persian, 
As now the Saracen, had nigh o'er- run | 
The ravag*d empire, did him signal service, 
And nobly was rewarded. There, Eudocia, 380 
Thou mightst be safe, and I may meet with justice. 
Eud. There—any where, so we may fly this place. 
« See, Phocyas, what thy wrongs and mine have wrought 
In a weak woman's frame! for I have courage 
« To share thy exile now thro? every danger.” 
Danger is only here, and dwells with guilt, 
With base ingratitude and hard oppression. 
Pho, Then let us lose no time, but hence this night. 
The gates I can command, and will provide 
The means of our escape. Some five hours hence 390 
(T will then be turn'd of midnight) we may meet 
In the piazza of Honoria's convent. 
Eud. I know it well; the place is most secure, 
And near adjoining to this garden wall; 
There thou shalt find me -O protect us, Heaven! 
Pho, Fear not; thy innocence will be our guard. 
« T ve thought already how to shape our course;“ 
Some pitying angel will attend thy steps, 
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Guide thee unseen, and charm the sleeping foe, 
Till thou art safe! O, I have suffer'd nothing: 400 
Thus gaining thee, and this great generous proof, 
How blest I am in my Eudocia's love ! 
My only joy, farewell! 
Eud, Farewell, my Phocyas ! 
I've now no friend but thee—yet thee I'll call 
Friend, father, lover, guardian Thou art all! [ Exeunr, 


— 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


— . 
] 
CaLlted's Tent, Enter CALED and Attendantss SERGIuS 

brought in bound with Cords. | : 
> | 

Mrzzcy ! What's that? —Look yonder on the field 
Of our late fight Go talk of mercy there, \ 
Will the dead hear thy voice ? 0 
Serg. O, spare me yet. \ 
Cal. Thou wretch I Spare thee! to what? To live in J 
torture? | 60 
Are not thy limbs all bruis'd, thy bones disjointed, « 
To force thee to confess? and wouldst thou drag Y 
Like a crush'd serpent a vile mangled being? 8 
My eyes abhor a coward Hence, and die! E 
Serg. Oh, I have told thee all—When first pursu'd, 10 / 


I x*d my letters on an arrow's point, 

And shot them,o'er the walls. I 
Cal. Hast thou told all ? Y 

Well, then thou shalt have mercy to requite thee ; C 

Behold, Ill send thee forward on thy errand, þ 
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Strike off his head; then cast it o'er the gates; 
There let thy tongue tell o'er its tale again. 
Serg. O bloody Saracen ! 


[Exit Sergius, dragged away by the Guards, 


Enter ABuDAN. 


Cal. Abudah, welcome ! 
Aba. O Caled, what an evening was the last! 20 
Cal. Name it no more; remembrance sickens with it, 

And therefore sleep is banish'd from this night; 

Nor shall to-morrow's sun open his eye 

Upon our shame, ere doubly we've redeem'd it. 

Have all the captains notice ? 
Abu, I have walk'd 

The rounds to-night, ere the last hour of prayer, 

From tent to tent, and warn'd them to be ready, 

What must be done ? 
Cal. Thou know'st th' important news, 30 

Which we have intercepted by this slave, 

Of a new army's march. The time now calls, 

While these soft Syrians are dissolv'd in riot, 

FooPd with success, and not suspecting danger, 

« Negle&ful of their watch, or else fast bound 

&« In chains of sleep, companion of debauches,” 

To form a new attack ere break of day, 

So, like the wounded leopard, shall we rush 

From out our covert on these drowsy hunters, 

And seize them, unprepar'd to *scape our vengeance, 49 
Abu. Great captain of the armies of the faithful! 

I know thy mighty and unconquer'd spirit; 

Yet hear me, Caled, hear and weigh my doubts : 

Our angry prophet frowns upon our vices, 

And visits us in blood, Why else did terrors 
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Unknown before seize all our stoutest bands? 
The angel of destruction was abroad; 
«« The archers of the tribe of Thoal fled, 
« So long renown'd, or spent their shafts in vain ; 
ce The feather'd flights err'd thro? the boundless air, 50 
« Or the death turn'd on him that drew the bow!“ 
What can this bode ?—Let me speak plainer yet; 
Is it to propagate th' unspotted law 
We fight? Tis well; it is a noble cause; 
But much I fear infection is among us; 
A boundless lust of rapine guides our troops. 
We learn the christian vices we. chastise, 
And, tempted with the pleasures of the soil, 
More than with distant hopes of Paradise, 
I fear, may s00n—but oh, avert it, Heaven! 60 
Fall even a prey to our own spoils and conquests. 
Cal. No—thou mistak'st; thy pious zeal deceiyes thee. 
Our prophet only chides our sluggard valour. 
Thou saw'st how in the vale of Honan once 
The troops, as now defeated, fled confus'd 
Even to the gates of Mecca's holy city ; 
Till Mahomet himself there stopp'd their entrance, 
A javelin in his hand, and turn'd them back 
Upon the foe ; they fought again and conquered. 
Behold how we may best appease his wrath ! 70 
His own example points us out the way. 
Abu. Well—be it then resolv'd. Th' indulgent hour 
Of better fortune is, I hope, at hand, 
And yet, since Phocyas has appear'd its champion, 
How has this city rais'd its drooping head! 
As if some charm prevail'd where'er he fought ; 
Our strength seems wither'd, and our feeble weapons 
Forget their wonted triumph. Were he absent 
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Cal, I would have sought him out in the last action 
To single fight, and put that charm to proof, 80 
Had not a foul and sudden mist arose 
Ere I arriv'd to have restor'd the combat. 
But let it be—'tis past. We yet may meet, 
And 't will be known whose arm is then the stronger. 


Enter DARAN. 


Dar. Health to the race of Ismael, and days 
More prosperous than the last !—a christian captive 
Is fall'n within my watch, and waits his doom. 


Cal. Bring forth the slave! — 0, thou keen vulture, 
Death ! 
Do we then feed thee only thus by morsels ? 
Whole armies never can suffice thy anger. go 


DaRan goes out, and re-enters with PROCY AS. 


Whence, and what art thou ?=Of Damascus? — Daran, 
Where didst thou find this dumb and sullen thing, 
That seems to lour defiance on our anger? 
Dar. Marching in circuit, with the horse thou gav'st me, 
T' observe the city gates, I saw from far 
Two persons issue forth: the one advanc'd, 
And, ere he could retreat, my horsemen seiz'd him: 
The other was a woman, and had fled, 
Upon a signal given at our approach, 
And got within the gates. Wouldst thou know more, 100 
Himself, if he will speak, can best inform thee. 
Cal. Have I not seen thy face? 
Abu. [To Caled.] He hears thee not; 
His eyes are fix'd on earth: some deep distress 
Is at his heart. This is no common captive. 
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Cal. A lion in the toils ! We soon shall tame him. 
Still art thou dumb? —Nay, 't is in vain to cast 
Thy gloomy looks so oft around this place, 

Or frown upon thy bonds thou canst not 'scape. 


Pho. Then be it so- the worst is past already, 110 


And life is now not worth a moment's pause. 
Do you not know me yet — Think of the man 
You have most cause to curse, and I am he. 
Cal. Ha! Phocyas! 
Abu. Phocyas !--Mahomet, we thank thee ! 
Now thou dost smile again. 
c Dar. [ Aside.] O devil, devil! 
« And I not know him 't was but yesterday 
« He kill'd my horse, and drove me from the field. 
te Now I 'm reveng'd! No; hold you there, not yet, 120 
« Not while he lives.” 
Cal. | Aide.) This is indeed a prize! 
Is it because thou know'st what slaughter'd heaps 
There yet unbury'd lie without the camp, 
Whose ghosts have all this night, passing the Zorat, 
Call'd from that bridge of death to thee to follow, 
That now thou *rt here to answer to their cry? 
Howe'er it be, thou know'st thy welcome 
Pho. Ves, | 
Thou proud, blood-thirsty Arab! Well I know 130 
What to expect from thee: I know ye all. 
How $hould the author of distress and ruin 
Be mov'd to pity ? That's a human passion. 
No—in your hungry eyes, that look revenge, 
I read my doom, Where are your racks, your tortures ? 
I'm ready—lead me to them; I can bear 
The worst of ills from you. You *re not my friends, 
My countrymen, - Vet were you men, I could 
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Unfold a story—But no more—Eumenes, 


Thou hast thy wish, and I am now—a worm! 140 
Abu. [ Aside to Caled.] Leader of armies, hear him! for 
my mind 
Presages good accruing to our cause 
By this event. 


Cal. I tell thee then, thou wrong'st us, 
To think our hearts thus steel'd; or our ears deaf 
To all that thou mayst utter. Speak, disclose 
The secret woe that throbs within thy breast. 
Now, by the silent hours of night, we ll hear thee, 
And mute attention shall await thy words. 
Pho. This is not then the palace in Damascus! 150 
If ye will hear, then I indeed have wrong'd you. 
How can this be? — when he for whom I've fought, 
Fought against you, has yet refus'd to hear me ! 
You seem surpris'd.— It was ingratitude 
That drove me out an exile from those walls 
Which I so late defended, 
Abu. Can it be? 
Are these thy christian friends? 
Cal. 'T is well - we thank them: 
They help us to subdue themselves But who 160 
Was the companion of thy flight? A woman, 
So Daran aidꝛyͤ ä 
Pho. T is there I am most wretched 
Oh, I am torn from all my soul held dear, 
And my life's blood flows out upon the wound! 
That woman—'t was for her—how shall I speak it? 
Eudocia, oh farewell -I ll tell you, then, 
As fast as these heart-rending sighs will let me 
I lov'd the daughter of the proud Eumenes, 
And long in secret woo'd her; not unwelcome 
F 
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To her my visits; but I fear'd her father, 
Who oft had press'd her to detested nuptials, 
And therefore durst not, till this night of joy, 
Avow to him my courtship. Now I thought her 
Mine by a double claim, of mutual vows, « 
And service yielded at his greatest need 
When, as I moy'd my suit, with sour disdain 
He mock'd my service, and forbade my love; 
Degraded me from the command I bore, 
And with defiance bade me seek the foe. 
How has his curse prevail'd! -The generous maid 
Was won by my distress to leave the city; 
And cruel fortune made me thus your prey. 

Abu. [ Aide.) My soul is mov'd— Thou wert a man— 

| O prophet! 

Forgive, if 't is a crime, a human sorrow 
For injur'd worth, tho' in an enemy. 

Pho. Now, since you 've heard my story, set me free, 
That I may save her, yet dearer than life, 

From a tyranaic father's threaten'd force; 

Sold, gems, and purple vests shall pay my ransom; 
Nor shall my peaceful sword henceforth be drawn 
In fight, nor break its truce with you for ever. 

Cal. No—there 's one way, a better, and but one, 
To save thyself, and make some reparation 
For all the numbers thy bold hand has slain. 

Pho. O, name it quickly, and my soul will bless thee! 


Cal. Embrace our faith, and share with us our fortunes. 
Pho. Then I am lost again! 


Cal. What l. when we offer 
Not freedom only, but to raĩse thee high 


To greatness, conquest, glory, heavenly bliss! 
Ppo. To sink me down to infamy, perdition, 
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Here and hereafter! make my name a curse 
To present times, to ev'ry future age 
A proverb and a scorn !—Take back thy mercy, 
And know I now disdain it. 
Cal, As thou wilt, 
The time *s too precious to be wasted longer 
In words with thee. Thou know'st thy doom—farewell, 
Abu. [ Aide to Caled.] Hear me yet, Caled, grant him some 
Short space; 210 
Perhaps he will at length accept thy bounty. 
Try him, at least 
Cal. Well be it so, then. Daran, 
Guard well thy charge Thou hast an hour to live; 
If thou art wise, thou mayst prolong that term; 
If not=why—fare thee well, and think of death. 
[ Exeunt Caled and Abudah. 
Pho. [Daran waiting at a distance.] Farewell, and think of 
death! Was it not so? 
Do murderers then preach morality ? 
But how to think of what the living know not, 
And the dead cannot, or else may not tel] ?—— 220 
What art thou, O thou great mysterious terror! 
The way to thee we know; diseases, famine, 
Sword, fire, and all thy ever-open gates, 
That day and night stand ready to receive us. 
But what 's beyond thee ?—Who will draw that veil ? 
Yet death *s not there — No ; *tis a point of time, 
The verge *twixt mortal and immortal being. 
It mocks our thought! On this side all is life; 
And when we have reach'd it, in that very instant 
*Tis past the thinking of! O! if it be 230 
The pangs, the throes, the agonizing struggles, 
When soul and body part, sure I have felt it, 
And there 's no more to fear. 
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Dar. [ Aide.) Suppose I now 
Dispatch him !—Right—What need to stay for orders? 
I wish 1 durst !—-Yet what I dare I'll do — 
Your jewels, christian—Y ou ?ll not need these trifles— 
[ Searching him. 
Pho. I pray thee, slave, stand off - my soul 's too busy 
To lose a thought on thee. | 


Enter ABU DAA. 


Abu, What 's this? —forbear! | 240 

Who gave thee leave to use this violence? 
[Takes the jewels from him, and lays them on a table. 

Dar. | Aide.) Deny'd my booty !—Curses on his head! 
Was not the founder of our law a robber ? 
« Why, 't was for that I left my country's gods, 
« Menuph and Uzza. Better still be pagan, 
Than starve with a new faith.” 

Abu. What, dost thou mutter? 
Daran, withdraw, and better learn thy duty. [Exit Daran. 
Phocyas, perhaps thou know'st me not — 

Pho. I know 250 
Thy name Abudah, and thy office here 
The second in command. What more thou art 
Indeed I cannot tell, 

Abu. True, for thou yet 
Know'st not I am thy friend. 

Pho, Is 't possible 
Thou speak'st me fair. 

Abu. What dost thou think of life ? 

Pho. I think not of it; death was in my thoughts. 
On hard conditions, life were but a load, 260 
And I would lay it down. 

Abr, Art thou resolv'd? 
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Pho, I am, unless thou bring'st me better terms 
Than those I have rejected. 
Abu. Think again. 
Caled, by me, once more renews that offer. 
Pho. Thou say'st thou art my friend! Why dost thou try 
To shake the settled temper of my breast? 
«« My soul hath just discharg*d her cumbrous train 
« Of hopes and fears, prepar'd to take her voyage 270 
« To other seats, where she may rest in peace; 
« And now thou call'st me back, to beat again 
« The painful road of life” —Tempt me no more 
To be a wretch, for I despise the offer. 
« Abu. The general knows thee brave, and *tis for that 
« He seeks alliance with thy noble virtues.” 
« Pho, He knows me brave Why does he then thus 
treat me ? 
« No; he believes I am so poor of soul, 
“ That, barely for the privilege to live, 
« I would be bought his slave. But go tell him, 280 
« The little space of life his scorn bequeath'd me, 
« Was lent in vain, and he may take the forfeit.” 
Abu. Why wilt thou wed thyselt to misery, 
When our faith courts thee to eternal blessings, 
When truth itself is, like a seraph, come 
To loose thy bonds? —“ The light divine, whose beams 
« Pierc'd thro' the gloom of Hera's sacred cave, 
« And there illumined the great Mahomet,““ 
Arabia's morning-star, now shines on thee, 
Arise, salute with joy the guest from Heaven, 290 
Follow her steps, and be no more a captive. 
Pho. But whither must I follow — answer that, 
Is she a guest from heaven? What marks divine, 
What signs, what wonders vouch her boasted mission? 
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Abu. What wonders ! turn thy eyes to Mecca, mark 
How far from Caaba first, that hallow'd temple, 
Her glory dawn'd !—then look how switft its course, 
As when the sun- beams shooting thro? a cloud 
Drive o'er the meadow's face the flying shades ! 
Have not the nations bent before our swords, 300 
Like ripen'd corn before the reaper's steel ? 
Why is all this? Why does success still wait 
Upon our law, if not to shew that Heaven 
First sent it forth, and owns it still by conquest? 
Pho. Dost thou ask why is this ?—O why, indeed? 
Where is the man can read Heaven's secret counsels ?— 
Why did I conquer in another cause, 
Yet now am here | 
Abu, I'll tell thce——Thy good angel 
Has seiz'd thy hand unseen, and snatch'd thee out 310 
From swift destruction; know, ere day shall dawn, 
Damascus will in blood lament its fall ! 
We've heard what army is design'd to march 
Too late to save her. Now, ev'n now, our force 
Is just preparing for a fresh assault. 
Now too thou mightst revenge thy wrongs so Caled 
Charg'd me to say, and more — that he invites thee— 
Thou know'st the terms to share with him the conquest. 
Pho. Conquest? Revenge Hold, let me think -O horror ! 
Revenge -O, what revenge? Bleed on, my wounds; 320 
For, thus to be reveng'd, were it not worse 
Than all that I can suffer But Eudocia 
Where will she then—Shield her, ye pitying powers, 
And let me die in peace ! 
Abu, Hear me once more, 
Tis all IJ have to offer; mark me now 
Caled has sworn Eudocia shall be safe. 
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Pho. Ha! safe—but how? A wretched captive too! 
Abu. He swears she shall be free, she shall be thine. 
Pho. Then I am lost indeed O cruel bounty! 330 
« How can I be at once both curs'd and happy?“ 
Abu. The time draws near, and I must quickly leave thee ; 
But first reflect, that in this fatal night 
Slaughter and rapine may be loos'd abroad; 
And while they roam with undistinguish'd rage, 
Should she thou lov'st “ well mayst thou start**—be made, 
Perhaps unknown, some barb'rous soldier's prey; 
Should she then fall a sacrifice to lust— 
Or brutal fury— 


Pho. O— this pulls my heart-strings! [ Falls.] 340 
Earth, open — save me, save me from that thought; 

There 's ruin in it—'t will, it will undo me! 

Abu. Nay, do not plunge thyself in black despair ; 
Look up, poor wretch, thou art not shipwreck'd yet; 
Behold an anchor ; am not I thy friend ? 

« Yet hear me, and be blest.“ 

Pho. [ Rising.] Ha! Who, what art thou? Raving. 
My friend ? that's well: but hold are all friends honest? 
What 's to be done? — Hush, hark! what voice is that? 

Abu. There is no voice; 't is yet the dead of night, 350 
The guards, without, keep silent watch around us. 

Pho. Again—it calls—'t is she -O lead me to her—— 

Abu. Thy passion mocks thee with imagin'd sounds. 

Pho. Sure 't was Eudocia's voice cry'd out Forbear. 
What shall I do? — 0 Heaven! 

Abu. Heaven shows thee what. 

Nay, now it is too late; see, Caled comes 
With anger on his brow. Quickly withdraw 
To the next tent, and there—— | 

Pho. | Raving. ] What do I see? 360 

Damascus! conquest! ruin! rapes and murder! 
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Villains !-—Is there no way O save her, save her! 
[ Exeunt Phocyas and Abudah, 


Enter CALED and DARAN. 


Dar. Behold, on thy approach, they shift their ground. 
Cal. I his as thou say'st, he trifles with my mercy. 
Dar. Speak, shall I fetch his head? | 
Cal. No, stay thou here, 
I cannot spare thee yet. Raphan, go thou. [To an Officer. 
But hold—I 've thought again—he shall not die. 
Go, tell him he shall live, till he has seen 
Damascus sink in flames, till he behold 370 
That slave, that woman-1dol he adores, 
Or given a prize to some brave mussulman, 
Or slain before his face; then if he sue 
For death as for a boon——perhaps we *ll grant it. 
[Exit Raphan. 
Dar. The captains wait thy orders. 
Cal. Are the troops 
Ready to march ? 
Dar. They are. [The Captains pass by as they are named. 
Cal. Where 's Abu-Taleb ? 
% Alcorash ?-—O, your valiant tribes, I thank em, 380 
« Fled from their standard! Will they now redeem it? 
« Omar and Serjabil ?——tis well, I see them. 
« You know your duty. You, Abdorraman, 
Must charge with Raphan.” Mourn, thou haughty city! 
The bow is bent, nor canst thou *scape thy doom. 
Who turns his back henceforth, our prophet curse him ! 
Dar. But who commands the trusty bands of Mecca ? 
Thou know'st their leader fell in the last fight. 
Cal. *Tis true; thou, Daran, well deserv'st that charge; 
I've mark'd what a keen hatred, like my own, 399 
Dwells in thy breast against these christian dogs. 
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Dar. 'Thou do'st me right. 

Cal. And therefore I ?l1l reward it. 
Be that command now thine. And here—this sabre, 
Bless'd in the field by Mahomet himself, 
At Chaibar's prosp'rous fight, shall aid thy arm. 

Dar. Thanks, my good chief; with this I'll better thank 

thee, [Taking the scimitar, 

Cal. Myself will lead the troops of the black standard, 
And at the eastern gate begin the storm. 

Dar, But why do we not move? 't will soon be day; 400 
Methinks I'm cold, and would grow warm with action. 

Cal. 'Then haste, and tell Abudah—O, thou *rt welcome, 


Enter ABUDAH, 


Thy charge awaits thee, Where *s the stubborn captive ? 
Abu, Indeed he's brave, I left him for a moment 
In the next tent. He 's scarcely yet himself. 
Cal. But is he ours? 
Abu. The threats of death are nothing; 
Tho? thy last message shook his soul, as winds 
On the bleak hills bend down some lofty pine; 
Yet still he held his root—till I found means, 410 
Abating somewhat of thy first demand, 
If not to make him whol!y ours, at least 
To gain sufficient to our end. 


Cal. Say how. 
Abu. Oft he inclin'd, oft started back; at last, 


When just consenting, for a while he paus'd, 
Stood fix'd in thought, and lift his eyes to heaven; 
Then, as with fresh recover'd force, cry'd out, 
Renounce my faith! Never——l answer'd, No; 


That now he should not do it. 420 
G 
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Cal. How! 
Abu. Yet hear 
For since I saw him now so lost in passion, 
That must be left to his more temperate thoughts. 
Mean time I urg'd, conjur'd, at last constrain'd him 
By all he held most dear, nay, by the voice 
Of Providence, that call'd him now to save, 
With her he lov'd, perhaps the lives of thousands, 
No longer to resist his better fate, 
But join his arms in present action with us, 430 
And swear he would be faithful. 
Cal. What, no more? 
Then he *s a christian still! 
Abu. Have patience yet: 
For if by him we can surprise the city—— 
Cal. Say'st thou? 
Abu. Hear what *s agreed ; but on the terms 
That ev'ry unresisting life be spar'd. 
I shall command some chosen faithful bands ; 
Phocyas will guide us to the gate, from whence 440 
He late escap'd; nor do we doubt but there 
With ease to gain admittance, 
Cal, This is something, 
And yet I do not like this half. ally. 
Is he not still a christian gut no matter 
Mean time I will attack the eastern gate; 
Who first succeeds gives entrance to the rest. 
Hear, all! — Prepare ye now for boldest deeds, 
And know, the prophet will reward your valour. 
Think that ye alł to certain triumph move; 450 
Who falls in fight yet meets the prize above. 
There, in the gardens of eternal spring, 
While birds of Paradise around you sing, 
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Each, with his blooming beauty by his side, 

Shall drink rich wines that in full rivers glide; 

Breathe fragrant gales o'er fields of spice that blow, 

And gather fruits immortal as they grow; 

Ecstatic bliss shall your whole powers employ, 

And ev'ry sense be lost in ev'ry joy. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


+ 


A great Square in the City, before the Governor's Palace. Enter 
ABUDan, Saracen Captains and Soldiers; with EUMENES, 
Her Bis, and other Christians, unarmed. 


Eumenes. 

Ir must be 50——farewell, devoted walls! —— 
To be surprised thus! —— Hell, and all ye fiends, 
How did ye watch this minute for destruction? 

Herb. We ve been betray'd by riot and debauch 
Curse on the traitor guard! 

Eum. The guard above, 
Did that sleep too? 

Abu. Christians, complain no more: 
What you have ask'd is granted. Are ye men, 
And dare ye question thus, with bold impatience, 10 
Eternal justice? Know, the doom from Heaven 
Falls on your towers, resistless as the bolt 
That fires the cedars on your mountain tops. 
Be meek, and learn with humble awe to bear 
The mitigated ruin. Worse had follow'd, 
Had ye oppos'd our numbers. Now you 're safe, 
Quarter and liberty are giv'n to all; 
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And little do ye think how much ye owe 
Toone braye enemy, whom yet ye know not, 


Enter Ax TAuox hastily. 


Art. All's lost! Ha! Who are these? 20 
Eum. All 's lost, indeed. 

Yield up thy sword, if thou wouldst share our safety. 

Thou com'st too 5 to bring us news. 
Art. Oh! 

The news I ela is b fon the eastern guard. 

Caled has forc'd the gate, and but he's here. 

[4 cry without. ] Fly, fly, they follow Quarter, mercy, 

quarter! [ Several persons as pursued run over the tage. 
Caled. [Without.) No quarter! Kill, I say. Are they not 
christians ? 
More blood ! our prophet asks it. 


Enter CALED with DARAN, Ic. 


What, Abudah ! 30 
Well met! — but wherefore are the looks of peace ? 
Why sleeps thy sword? 
Abu. Caled, our task is over. 
Behold the chiefs; they have resign'd the palace. 
Cal. And sworn t' obey our law? 
Abu. No. EN Oh 
Cal. Then fall on. 
Abu. Hold yet, and hear me=Heay*n by me has Spar'd 
The sword its cruel task. On easy terms 
We've gain'd a bloodless conquest. 40 
Cal. I rgnounce it. 
Curse on those terms ! The city's mine by storm. 
Fall on, I Say —— 


Abu. Nay, then, I swear ye shall not. 
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Cal. Ha! Who am I? 
Abu. The general and I know 
What reverence is your due 


[ Caled gives signs to his men to fall on, 
Nay, he who stirs, 
First makes his way thro* me. My honour 's pledg'd ; 
Rob me of that who dares. [They gtep.] I know thee, Caled, 
Chief in command ; bold. valiant, wise, and faithful; 51 
But yet, remember, I'm a mussulman; 
Nay, more, thou know'st, companion of the prophet, 
And what we vow is sacred. 

Cal. Thou 'rt a christian, 
I swear thou art, and hast betray'd the faith; 
Curse on thy new allies ! 

Abu, No more—this strife 
But ill beseems the servants of the caliph, 

And casts reproach=—Christians, withdraw a while; 60 
I pledge my life to answer the conditions 

[Exeunt Eumenes, Herbis, Oc. 

Why, Caled, do we thus expose ourselves 
A scorn to nations that despise our law? 
Thou call'st me christian What ! is it because 
I prize my plighted faith, that I *m a christian? 
Come, 't is not well, and if—— 

Cal, What terms are yielded ? 

Abu. Leave to depart to all that will; an oath 
First giv*n, no more to aid the war against us; 
An unmolested march. Each citizen | 70 
To take his goods, not more than a mulc's burthen 
The chiefs six mules, and ten the governor ; 
Beside some few slight arms for their defence 
Against the mountain robbers, 
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Cal. Now, by Mahomet, 
Thou hast equipp'd an army! 

Abu. Canst thou doubt 
The greater part by far will choose to stay, 
Receive our law, or pay th' accustom'd tribute? 
What fear we then from a few wretched bands 80 
Of scatter'd fugitives ? — Besides, thou know'st 
What towns of strength remain yet unsubdu'd, 
Let us appear this once like generous victors, 
So future conquests shall repay this bounty, 
And willing provinces even court subjection. 

Cal. Well—be it on thy head, if worse befall ! 
This once I yield but see it then proclaim'd 
Thro' all Damascus, that who will depart 
Must leave the place this instant Pass, move on. 

[ Exeunts 


SCENE IT. 


The Outside of a Nunnery. Enter Eu Dbocia. 


ud. Darkness is fled; and yet the morning light 90 
Gives me more fears than did night's deadly gloom. 
Within, without, all, all are foes——Oh, Phocyas, 
Thou art perhaps at rest! would I were too 
| [ After a paute. 
This place has holy charms ; rapine and murder 
Dare not approach it, but are aw'd to distance. 
I've heard that even these infidels have spar'd 
Walls sacred tb devotion — World, farewell! 
Here will J hide me, till the friendly grave 
Opens its arms and shelters me for ever! [Exit, 
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Euter PHoc As. 


Pho. Did not I hear the murmurs of a voice 100 
This way ?—a woman's too ?—and seem'd complaining ? 
Hark !—-No—O torture! Whither shall I turn me? 

« ] *ve search'd the palace rooms in vain, and now, 

* I know not why, some instin& brought me hither,” 

T was here last night we met. Dear, dear Eudocia ! 

Might I once more [ Going out he meets her. 

Eud. Who calls the lost Eudocia ? 

Sure *t is a friendly voice. 

Pho, T is She———O rapture ! 

Eud. Is 't posstble ?—my Phocyas ! 110 

Pho. My Eudocaa ! 

Do I yet call thee mine ? 

Eud. Do I yet see thee ? | 
Yet hear thee speak ?—O how hast thou escap'd 
From barbarous swords, and men that know not mercy ? 

Pho. I've borne a thousand deaths since our last parting. 
But wherefore do I talk of death ?—for now, 

Methinks, I'm rais'd almost to life immortal, 
And feel I'm blest beyond the power of change. 


Eud. O, yet beware —lest some event unknown 120 
Again should part us. 


Pho. [Aside.] Heaven avert the omen! 
None can, my fair, none shall. 
Eud. Alas! thy transport 
Makes thee forget; is not the city taken ? 
Pho, It is. 
Eud. And are we not beset with foes ? 
Pho. There are no foes—or none to thee — No danger. 
& Eud. No foes? 


*« Pho, I know not how to tell thee yet 130 
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But, think, Eudocia, that my matchless love 
« And wondrous causes pre-ordain'd conspiring, 
« For thee have triumph'd o'er the fiercest foes, 
« And turn'd them friends, 
« Eud. Amazement! Friends. 
« O all ye guardian powers !—Say on—O lead me, 
Lead me thro? this dark maze of Providence 
« Which thou hast trod, that I may trace thy steps 
« With silent awe, and worship as I pass. 
% Pho, Enquire no more—thou shalt know all hereafter— 
« Let me conduct thee hence— 141 
& Eud. O whither next? 
« To what far distant home? But 't is enough, 
« That, favour'd thus of Heaven, thou art my guide; 
And as we journey on the painful way, 
« Say, wilt thou then beguile the passing hours, 
« And open all the wonders of the story?“ 
Pho. Indulge no more thy melancholy thoughts, 
Damascus 1s thy home. 
Eud, And yet thou say'st 150 
It is no longer ours! Where is my father? 
« Pho. To show thee too, how fate seems every way 
« To guard thy safety, e'en thy father now, 
« Wert thou within his power, would stand defeated 
« Of his tyrannic vow. Thou know'st last night 
« What hope of aids flatter'd this foolish city; 
« At break of day th' Arabian scouts had seiz'd 
« A second courier, and from him 't is learn'd 
That on their march the army mutiny'd, 
« And Eutyches was slain. 169 
« Eud. And vet, that now 
« Is of the least importance to my peace. 
« But answer me; say, where is now my father?“ 
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Pho. Or gone, or just preparing to depart. 

Eud. What! is our doom revers'd ? And is he then 
The wretched fugitive ? 

Pho. Thou heavenly maid ! 
To free thee, then, from every anxious thought, 
Know, I've once more, wrong'd as I am, ev'n sav'd 
Thy father's threaten'd life; nay, sav'd Damascus 170 
From blood and slaughter, and from total ruin. 
Terms are obtain'd, and general freedom granted 
To all that will, to leave in peace the city, 

Eud. Is 't possible !* now trust me I could chide thee : 
T is much unkind to hold me thus in doubt ;” 
I pray thee clear these wonders. 

« Pho, T will surprise thee, 
«© When thou shalt know -——— 

« Eud. What? 

« Pho, To what deadly gulfs 180 
« Of horror and despair, what cruel straits 
« Of agonizing thought I have been driven. 
« This night, ere my perplex'd, bewilder'd soul 
« Could find its way—thou said'st that thou wouldst chide ; 
fear thou wilt; indeed I have done that 
« I could have wish'd t' avoid but for a cause 
© So lovely, so belov'd 

c Eud. What dost thou mean ? 
& [?ll not indulge a thought that thou couldst do 
One act unworthy of thyself, thy honour, 190 
« And that firm zeal against these foes of Heaven, 
c Which won my heart at first to share in all 
« Thy dangers and thy fame, and wish thee mine. 
Thou couldst not save thy life by means inglorious. 

« Pho. Alas! thou know'st me not- 'm man, frail man, 
« To error born; and who, that 's man, is perfect? 

AE 


a; 
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« To save my life? O no, well was it risk'd 

4 For thee ! had it been lost, 't were not too much, 

« And thou but safe :|>O what wouldst thou have said, 

* If I had risk'd my soul to save Eudocia ? 2c0 
“ Eud. Ha! speak—Oh, no, be dumb—it cannot be! 

« And yet thy looks are chang'd, thy lips grow pale. 

„Why dost thou shake? — Alas! I tremble too 

Thou couldst not, hast not sworn to Mahomet? 
« Pho. No—l should first have dy'd—nay, given up thee, 
« Eud. O Phocyas! was it well to try me thus? 

« And yet another deadly fear succeeds. 

« How came these wretches hither ? Who reviv'd 

«« Their fainting arms to unexpected triumph ? 

& For while thou fought'st, and fought'st the christian 

cause, 210 

These batter'd walls were rocks impregnable, 

«« Their towers of adamant, But O, 1 fear 

Some act of thine” —— 
Pho. Oh, I must tell thee all; 

But pr'ythee do not frown on me, Eudocia ! 

I found the wakeful foe in midnight council 

Resoly'd ere day to make a fresh attack, 


| Keen for revenge and hungry after slaughter. 


Could my rack'd soul bear that, and think of thee ! 
Nay, think of thee expos'd a helpless prey 220 
To some fierce ruffian's violating arms? 
O, had the world been mine, in that extreme, 
I should have given whole provinces away, 
Nay all——and thought it little for thy ransom ! 
Eud. For this - then Oh thou hast betray'd the city! 
Distrustful of the righteous powers above, 
That still protect the chaste and innocent; 
And to avert a feign'd, uncertain danger, 
Thou ** brought certain ruin on thy country! ! 
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Pho. No, thou forget'st the friendly terms The sword, 
Which threaten'd to have fill'd the streets with blood, 231 
I sheath'd in peace; thy father, thou, and all 
The citizens are safe, uncaptiv'd, free. 

Eud. Safe! free! O no—— life, freedom, every good, 
Turns to a curse, if sought by wicked means. 

Yet sure it cannot be! Are these the terms 
On which we meet? No- we can never meet 
On terms like these ; the hand of death itself 
Could not have torn us from each other's arms 
Like this dire act, this more than fatal blow 240 
In death, the soul and body only part 
To meet again, and be divorc'd no more; 
But now | 
Pho, Ha! lightning blast me ! strike me, 
Ye vengeful bolts, if this is my reward ! 
Are these my hop'd-for joys? is this the welcome 
The wretched Phocyas meets, from her he lov'd 
More than life, fame—even to his soul's distraction?“ 

Eud. Hast thou not help'd the slaves of Mahomet 
To spread their impious conquests o'er thy country? 250 
What welcome was there in Eudocia's power 
She had withheld from Phocyas ? “ But, alas! 

I is thou hast blasted all our joys for ever, 
« And cut down hope, like a poor, short-liv'd flower, 
« Never to grow again.“ 
Pho. Cruel Eudocia ! 
If in my heart's deep anguish I've been forc'd 
A while from what I was—dost thou reje& me? 
Think of the cause | 

Eud. The cause ?—'There is no cause 260 
Not universal nature could afford 
A cause for this. What were dominion, pomp, 
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The wealth of nations, nay, of all the world, 
The world itself, or what a thousand worlds,” 
If weigh'd with faith unspotted, heavenly truth, 
Thoughts free from guilt, the empire of the mind, 
And all the triumphs of a godlike breast 
Firm and unmov'd in the great cause of virtue ? 
Pho, How shall I answer thee ?—My $oul is aw'd, 
And trembling owns th? eternal force of reason ; 270 
But, oh! can nothing then atone, or plead 
For pity from thee ? 
Eud. Canst thou yet undo 
The deed that 's done; recall the time that's past? 
« O, call back yesterday; call back last night, 
« Tho? with its fears, its dangers, its distress:“ 
Bid the fair hours of innocence return, 
When, in the lowest ebb of changeful fortune, 
Thou wert more glorious in Eudocia's eyes 
Than all the pride of monarchs But that deed—— 280 
Pho, No more—thou waken'st in my tortur'd heart 
The cruel, conscious worm that stings to madness. 
Oh, I'm undone -I know it, and can bear 
To be undone for thee, but not to lose thee. 
Eud. Poor wretch II pity thee !-but art thou Phocyas, 
The man I loy'd ?—-I could have died with thee 
Ere thou didst this; “ then we had gone together, 
* A glorious pair, and soar'd above the stars, 
“ Bright as the stars themselves; and as we pass'd 
«« The heavenly roads, and milky ways of light, 290 
« Had heard the blest inhabitants with wonder 
« Applaud our spotless love.“ But never, never 
Will I be made the curst reward of treason, 
To seal thy doom, to bind a hellish league, 
And to ensure thy everlasting woe. 
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Pho. What league — t is ended -I renounce it thus 


[ Kneels, 
I bend to Heaven and thee——0O thou divine, 
Thou matchless image of all perfect goodness 
Do thou but pity yet the wretched Phocyas, 
Heaven will relent, and all may yet be well. 300 


Eud. No——we must part. T will ask whole years of 
sorrow 

To purge away this guilt. Then do not think 
Thy loss in me is worth one dropping tear: 
But if thou wouldst be reconcil'd to Heaven, 
First sacrifice to Heaven that fatal passion 
Which caus'd thy fall — Farewell: < forget the lost 
«© But how shall I ask that? — I would have said 
« For thy soul's peace,“ forget the lost Eudocia. 
Canst thou forget her ?— Oh! the killing torture, 
To think 't was love, excess of love, divorc'd us! 
Farewell for still I cannot speak that word, 
These tears speak for me—O farewell 

Pho. | Raving. ] For ever! 
Return, return and speak it; say, for ever! 
She 's gone and now she joins the fugitives. 
And yet she did not quite pronounce my doom 
O hear, all gracious Heaven! wilt thou at once 
Forgive, and O inspire me to some act 
This day, that may in part redeem what 's past! 319 
Prosper this day, or let it be my last. | [ Exit, 


— — 


310 


* 


[ Exit, 


— 


—— — — 
— — — — 
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ACT . SCENE I. 
— — — — — 


An open Place in the City. Enter CaL ED and DaRan metting, 


| Caled. 
Sor big, what news ? thou look'st as thou wert angry. 
Dar. And, durst I say it, so, my chief, I am, | 
I've spoke—if it offends, my head is thine ; 
Take it, and I am silent. 
Cal. No; say on. 
I know thee honest, and perhaps I guess 
What knits thy brow in frowns 
Dar. Is this, my leader, 
A conquer'd city View yon vale of palms : 
Behold the vanquish'd christian triumphs still, 10 
Rich in his flight, and mocks thy barren war. 
Cal. The vale of palms ! 
Dar. Beyond those hills, the place 
Where they agreed this day to meet and halt, 
To gather all their forces ; there, disguis'd, 
Just now I've view'd their camp—O, I could curse 
My eyes for what they *ve seen. 


Cal. What hast thou seen? 
Dar. Why, all Damascus: —all its souls, its life, 


Its heart's blood, all its treasure, piles of plate, 20 


Crosses enrich'd with gems, arras and silks, 
And vests of gold, unfolded to the sun, 
That rival all his lustre. 

Cal, How! + 

Dar. T is true. 
The bees are wisely bearing off their honey, 
And soon the empty hive will be our own. 


] 
I 
4 
1 


AR J. THE SIEGE OF DAMASCUS, 63 


Cal, So forward too ! Curse on this foolish treaty ! 
Dar. Forward !—it looks as they had been forewarn'd. 
By Mahomet, the land wears not the face 30 
Of war, but trade! and thou wouldst swear its merchants 
Were sending forth their loaded caravans 
To all the neighbouring countries. 
« Cal. | Atide.] Ha! this starts 
A lucky thought of Mahomet's first exploit, 
When he pursu'd the caravan of Coresh, 
« And from a thousand misbelieving slaves 
« Wrested their ill-heap'd goods, transferr'd to thrive 
In holier hands, and propagate the fait. 
T is said, [To Daran] the emperor had a wardrobe here 
«« Of costly silks. 41 
*« Dar. That too they have remov'd.“ 
Cal. Dogs! infidels ! ' tis more than was allow'd. 
Dar. And shall we not pursue them ?-Robbets ! thieves ! 
That steal away themselves, and all they 're worth, 
And wrong the valiant soldier of his due. 
Cal. [Aside.] The caliph shall know this—he shall, 
Abudah ! 
This is thy coward bargain— I renounce it. 
Daran, we *ll stop their march, and scarch. 
Dar. And strip——- 50 
Cal. And kill. 
Dar. That 's well. And yet J fear 
Abudah's christian friend 
Cal. If possible, 
He should not know of this. No, nor Abudah, 
By the seven heavens ! his soul 's a christian too, 
And 't is by kindred instin& he thus saves | 
Their cursed lives, and taints our cause with mercy, 
Dar. I knew my general would not suffer this, 
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Therefore I've troops prepar'd without the gate, 60 
Just mounted for pursuit. Our Arab horse 
Will in few minutes reach the place; yet still 
I must repeat my doub s- that devil Phocyas 
Will know it soon—I met him near the gate: 
My nature sickens at him, and forebodes 
I know not what of ill. 
Cal. No more; away 
With thy cold tears—we *ll march this very instant, 
And quickly make this thriftless conquest good : 
The sword too has been wrong'd, and thirsts for blood. 
[ Exeunt, 


2 — — 


SCENE II. 


A Valley ful! if Tents; Baggage and Harness lying up and down 
amongst them. The Prospect terminating with Palm-T rees and 
Hills at a Distance. EuMenes, 'with Officers, Attendants, 
and Crowds of the People of Damascus. 


Eum, [ Entering.) Sleep on—and angels be thy guard !— 
Soft slumber 71 
Has gently stole her from her griefs awhile, 
Let none approach the tent - Are out-guards plac'd 
On yonder hills ? [ 7o an Officers 
Offi. They are. | 
Eum. | Striking his breast,] Damascus! O— 
Still art thou here ?—Let me entreat you, friends, 
To keep strict order: I have no command, 
And can but now advise you, 
1.t Cit. You are still | 89 
Our head and leader. 
« 24 Cit, We resolve t' obey you.” 
34 Cit. Were all prepar'd to follow you. 


4 . THE SIEGE OF DAMASCUS. 65 


Eum, I thank you. 
The sun will soon go down upon our sorrows, 
And till to-morrow's dawn this is our home. 
Mean while, each as he can, forget his loss, 
And bear the present lot. 
Offi, Sir, I have mark'd 
The camp's extent: it is stretch'd quite thro? the eating, 90 
I think that more than half the city 's here, 
Eum. The prospect gives me much relief. I 'm pleas'd, 
My honest countrymen, t' observe your numbers; 
And yet it fills my eyes with tears T is said 
The mighty Persian wept, when he survey'd 
His numerous army, but to think them mortal; 
Vet he then flourish'd in prosperity. 
Alas! what 's that? —Prosperity! a harlot, 
That smiles but to betray, O shining ruin! 
Thou nurse of passions, and thou bane of virtue ! co 
O self-destroying monster! that art blind, 
Yet putt'st out reason's eye, that still should guide thee ; 
Then plungest down some precipice unseen, 
And art no more Hear me, all-gracious Heaven! 
Let me wear out my small remains of life 
Obscure, content with humble poverty, 
Or in affliction's hard but wholesome school, 
If it must be—1 ?ll learn to know myself, 
And that 's more worth than empire. But, O Heaven, 
Curse me no more with proud prosperity ! 110 
It has undone me Herbis, where, my friend, 
Hast thou been this long hour ? 


Enter Her B1s, 


Herb. On yonder summit, 
To take a farewell pros pect of Dann. 
I 
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Zum. And is it worth a look? 
Herb. No—1 ve forgot it. 
All our possessions are a grasp of air: 
We 're cheated whilst we think we hold them fast 
And when they're gone, we know that they were nothing. 
But I've a deeper wound. 120 
Eum. Poor, good old man! 
T is true—thy son there thou *rt indeed unhappy. 


Enter ARTAMON. 


What, Artamon 1—art thou here, too? 
Art. Yes, sir. 
I never boasted much of my religion, 
Yet I've some honour and a soldier's pride; 
I like not these new lords. 
Eum. Thou 'rt brave and honest. 
Nay, we'll not yet despair. A time may come 
When from these brute barbarians we may wrest 130 
Once more our pleasant seats. — Alas! how soon 
The flatterer hope is ready with his song 
To charm us to forgetfulness No more 
Let that be left to Heaven— See, Herbis, see, 
Methinks we 've here a goodly city yet. 
Was it not thus our great forefathers liv'd, 
In better times—in humble fields and tents, 
With all their flocks and herds, their moving wealth ? 
See too, where our own Pharphar winds his stream 
Thro' the long vale, as if to follow us, 145 
And kindly offers his cool, wholesome draughts, 
To ease us in our*march ! Why, this is plenty. 


Enter EuDocia. 


My daughter !-Wherefore hast thou left thy tent? 
What breaks sd soon thy rest ? 
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Eud. Rest is not there, 
Or J have sought in vain, and cannot find it. 
O no—we 're wanderers, it is our doom; 
There is no rest for us. 

Eum. Thou art not well. 

© Eud. 1 would, if possible, avoid myself.“ 
I'm better now, near you. 

Eum. Near me! alas, 
The tender vine so wreaths its folded arms 
Around some falling elm It wounds my heart 
To think thou followest but to share my ruin. 
I have lost all but thee. 

Eud. O say not so. 
You have lost nothing; no—you have preserv'd 
Immortal wealth, your faith inviolate 
To Heaven and to your country. Have you not 
Refus'd to join with prosperous wicked men, 
And hold from them a false inglorious greatness ? 
Ruin is yonder, in Damascus now 
The seat abhorr'd of cursed infidels. 
Infernal error, like a plague, has spread 
Contagion thro? its guilty palaces, 
And we are fled from death, 

Eum. Heroic maid ! 
Thy words are balsam to my griefs. Eudocia, 
I never knew thee till this day; I knew not 
How many virtues I had wrong'd in thee ! 


Eud. If you talk thus, you have not yet forgiven me. 
Eum. Forgiven thee !—Why, for thee it is, thee only, 


I think, Heaven yet may look with pity on us; 
Yes, we must all forgive each other now. 

Poor Herbis, too—we both have been to blame, 
O Phocyas !——but it cannot be recall'd, 


150 


160 


170 
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Yet, were he here; we dd ask him pardon too. 
My child ! I meant not to provoke thy tears. 
Eud. [ Alide.] O, why is he not here? Why do I see 180 
Thousands of happy wretches, that but seem 
Undone, yet still are blest in innocence, 
And why was he not one? 


Enter an Officer. 


Off. Where is Eumenes ? 
Eum. What means thy breathless haste ? 
Ofj. 1 fear there 's danger: 
For, as I kept my watch, I spy'd afar 
Thick clouds of dust, and on a nearer view 
Perceiv'd a body of Arabian horse 
Moving this way. I saw them wind the hill, 199 
And then lost sight of them. 
Herb. I saw them too, 
Where the roads meet on t' other side these hills, 
But took them for some band of christian Arabs 
Crossing the country..-This way did they move? 
Off. With utmost speed. 
Eum. If they are christian Arabs, 
They come as friends; if other, we're secure 
By the late terms. Retire a while, Eudocia, 
Till I return. [ Exit Eud. 
I *Il to the guard myself. 201 
Soldier, lead on the way. 


Enter another Oficer. 


2d Offi. Arm, arm! we 're ruined, 
The foe is in the camp, 
Eum, So scon! 


2 Offi. They 've quit ted 
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Their horses, and with sword in hand have forc'd 


Our guard ; they say they come for plunder. 
Eum. Villains ! 


Sure Caled knows not of this treachery. 210 
Come on—we can fight still. We'll make them know 
What 't is to urge the wretched to despair. (Exeunt. 


[4 noise of fighting is heard for tome time. 


Enter DARAN, with a Party of Saracen Soldiers. 


Dar. Let the fools fight at distance—Here 's the harvest. 
Reap, reap, my countrymen !—* Ay, there—first clear 
Those further tents?” 

[Exennt Soldiers, Bearing off baggage, Sc. 
| Looking between the tents.) What 's here? a woman—fair 
She seems, and well attir'd !——It shall be so, 

T PII strip her first, and tien 
[ Exit, and returns with Eudocia. 

Eud. [ Struggling.) Mercy! O spare me! 

Help! save me What, no help? —Barbarian! monster! 

Heaven, hear my cries ! 221 
Dar. Woman, thy cries are vain. 

No help is near. 


Enter PHOc as. 


Pho, Villain, thou lyest! take that 
To loose thy hold [ Paching at him with his gpear. 


Dar. What, thou? my evil spirit! 
« Is*t thou that haunt'st me still but thus I thank thee— 
[ Offering to strike him with his scimitar. 
It will not be” Lightning for ever blast 


This coward arm that fails me 1—0, vile Syrian, [ Falls. 
I'm kilPd——O curse 


[ Dies. 
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Pho. Die then; thy curses choke thee ! —— 231 
Eudocia ! 
Eud. Phocyas !J-—O, astonishment ! 
Then is it thus that Heaven has heard my prayers ? 
I tremble still—and scarce have power to ask thee 
How thou art here, or whence this sudden outrage ?*? 
« Pho. [Walking aside.] The blood ebbs back that fill'd 
my heart, and now 
« Again her parting farewell awes my soul, 
« As if *t were fate, and not to be revok'd. 
« Will she not now upbraid me? See thy friends ! 240 
« Are these, are these the villains thou hast trusted ? 
« Eud, What means this murmur'd sorrow to thyself ? 
« Is it in vain that thou hast rescu'd me | 
« From savage hands ?—Say, what 's th* approaching danger? 
% Pho. Sure every angel watches o'er thy safety! 
« Thou see'st 't is death t' approach thee without awe, 
« And barbarism itself cannot profane thee. 
« Eud. Thou dost not answer;“ whence are these alarms ? 
Pho. Some stores remov'd, and not allow'd by treaty, 
Have drawn the Saracens to make a search. 250 
Perhaps 't will quickly be agreed — gut, oh 
Thou know'st, Eudocia, I'm a banish'd man, 
And ' tis a crime l' m here once more before thee ; 
Else, might I speak, t were better for the present 
If thou wouldst leave this place. 
Eud. Now] ve a father 
(And shall I leave him?) whom we both have wrong'd, 
«© Or he had not been thus driven out, expos'd 
« The humble tenant of this shelt'ring vale | 
« For one poor night's repose.” — And yet, alas 260 
For this last act how would I thank thee, Phocyas !— 
I've nothing now but prayers and tears to give, 
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Cold fruitless thanks !——But 'tis some comfort yet 
That fate allows this short reprieve, that thus 
We may behold each other, and once more 
May mourn our woes, ere yet we part 
Pho, For ever! 
'T is then resolv'd It was thy cruel sentence, 
And I am here to execute that doom. 
Eud. What dost thou mean ? 270 
Pho. [ Kneeling.] Thus at thy feet 
Eud. O rise 
| Pho, Never —No, here I'll lay my burthen down; 
I've try'd its weight, nor can support it longer. 
Take thy last look; if yet thy eyes can bear 
To look upon a wretch accurst, cast off 
By Heaven and thee——A little longer yet, 
And I am mingled with my kindred dust, 
By thee forgotten and the world 
Eud. Forbear, 280 
O cruel man ! Why wilt thou rack me thus ? 
Didst thou not mark—thou didst, when last we parted, 
The pangs, the strugglings of my suffering soul; 
That nothing but the hand of Heaven itself 
Could e' er divide me from thee !——Dost thou now 
Reproach me thus ? or canst thou have a thought 
That I can e'er forget thee ? 
Pho, [Rising.] Have a care! 
I '11 not be tortur'd more with thy false pity. 
No, I renounce it, See, I am prepar'd. [Showing a dagger. 
Thy cruelty is mercy now — Farewell ! 291 
And death is now but a release from torment. 
Eud. Hold — Stay thee yet. —O madness of despair ! 
And wouldst thou die ? Think, ere thou leap'st the gulf, 
When thou hast trod that dark, that unknown way, 
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Canst thou return ? What if the change prove worse? 
O think, if then 
Pho. No thought 's my deadliest foe ; 
T is lingering racks, and slow consuming fires, 
And therefore to the grave I'd fly to shun it. 300 
Eud. O fatal error Like a restless ghost, 
It will pursue and haunt thee still; even there, 
Perhaps, in forms more frightful. Death 's a name 
« By which poor guessing mortals are decei vd 
« *T is no where to be found. Thou fly'st in vain 
« From life, to meet again with that thou fly'st.”? 
How wilt thou curse thy rashness then! how start, 
And shudder, and shrink back! yet how avoid 
To put on thy new being? 
Pho. I thank thee, | 310 
For now I 'm quite undone——l gave up all 
For thee before, but this; this bosom friend, 
My last reserve - There [ Throws away the dagger. 
Tell me now, Eudocia, | 
Cut off from hope, deny'd the food of life, 
And yet forbid to die, what am I now ? 
Or what will fate do with me ? 


Eud, Oh —— [Turns away qweeping. 
Pho. Thou weep'st ! | 
Canst thou shed tears, and yet not melt to mercy ? 320 


O say, ere yet returning madness seize me, 

Is there in all futurity no prospect, 

No distant comfort? not a glimmering light 

To guide me thro' this maze? Or must I now 

Sit down in darkness and despair for ever? | 
[ Here they both continue silent for ome time. 

Still thou art silent! — Speak, disclose my doom, 

That 's now suspended in this awful moment 


3 


es Yes 
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O speak——for now my passions wait thy voice? 
My beating heart grows calm, my blood stands still. 
Scarcely I live, or only live to hear thee. 330 
Eud. If yet—but can it be? I fear=O.Phocyas, 
Let me be silent still! 
Pho. Hear then this last, 

This only prayer Heaven will consent to this. 
Let me but follow thee, vhere'er thou goest, 
But see thee, hear thy voice ; be thou my angel, 
To guide and govern my returning steps, 
Till long contrition and unwearied duty 
Shall expiate my guilt. Then say, Eudocia, 
If, like a soul anneald in purging fires, 349 
After whole years thou seest me white again, 
When thou, even thou shalt thin 
Eud. No more — This shakes 
My firmest thoughts; and if 

{ Here a cry is heard of persons slaughtered in the camp. 
— What shrieks of death! 
I fear a treacherous foe—have now 
Begun a fatal harvest !——Haste, 
Prevent—O wouldst thou see me more with comfort, 
Fly, save them, save the threaten'd lives of christians, 
My father and his friends -I dare not stay 350 
Heaven be my guide to shun this gathering ruin! 

[Exit Eudocia. 


Enter CALA D. 


Cal. ¶ Entering. ] So Slaughter, do thy work ! 
— These hands look well. [ Looking on his handss 
The jovial hunter, ere he quits the field, 
First signs him in the stag's warm vital stream 
With stains like these, to show 't was gallant sport. 
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Phocyas ! Thou 'rt met But whether thou art here 
: [ Comes forward. 
A friend or foe, I know not: if a friend, 
Which is Eumenes' tent? 
| Pho. Hold=—pass no further, 360 
Cal. Say'st thou, not pass? 
Pho. No — on thy life, no further. 
Cal. What! dost thou frown too? Sure thou know'st me 
not 
Pho. Not know thee — Ves, too well I know thee now, 
O murd'rous fiend ! Why all this waste of blood? 
Didst thou not promige—— 
Cal. Promise — Insolence! 
T is well, 't is well for now I know thee too. 
« Perfidious mongrel slave! thou double traitor ! 
« False to thy first and to thy latter vows !”? 370 
Villain ! 
« Pho. That 's well-go on—I swear I thank thee. 
«« Speak it again, and strike it thro' my ear!“ 
A villain! Yes, thou mad'st me so, thou devil! 
And mind'st me now what to demand from thee. 
Give, give me back my former self, my honour, 
My country's fair esteem, my friends, my all 
Thou canst not=—O thou robber — Give me then 
Revenge, or death! The last I well deserve, 
That yielded up my soul's best wealth to thee, --.. 20 
For which accurst be thou, and curst thy prophet! 
Cal. Hear'st thou this, Mahomet ?—Blaspheming mouth! 
For this thou soon shalt chew the bitter fruit 
Of Cacon's tree, the food of fiends below. 
Go——speed thee thithe 
[ Pushing at him with his lance, which Phocyas puts 
by, and kills bim. 
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Pho. Go thou first thyself. 


Cal. [ Falling.) O dog! Thou gnaw'st my heart — False 
Mahomet ! 


Is this then my reward fo 0 [ Dies. 
Pho. Thanks to the gods, I have reveng'd my country! 
[ Exit. 


Several Parties of Christians and Saracens pass over the further 
End of the Stage fighting. The former are beaten. At last Eu- 
MENES rallies them, and makes a Stand. Then enter ABUDAH 
attended. | | 


Abu. Forbear, forbear, and sheath the bloody sword. 392 
Eum. Abudah ! is this well ? 


Abu. No——1I must own 
You *ve cause. O mussulmans, look here! Behold 
Where, like a broken spear, your arm of war 
Is thrown to earth ! 
Eum. Ha! Caled? 
Abu. Dumb and breathless. 
Then thus has Heaven chastis'd us in thy fall, 
And thee for violated faith. Farewell, 
Thou great, but cruel man! 490 
Eum. This thirst of blood 
In his own blood is quench'd. 
Abu. Bear hence his clay 
Back to Damascus. Cast a mantle first 
O'er this sad sight: so should we hide his faults.— 
Now hear, ye servants of the prophet, hear! 
A greater death than this demands your tears, 
For know, your lord the caliph is no more! 
Good Abubeker has breath'd out his spirit 
To him that gave it. Vet your caliph lives, 410 
Lives now in Omar. See, behold his signet, 
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Appointing me, such is his will, to lead 
His ſaithful armies warring here in Syria. 
Alas !—foreknowledge sure of this event 
Guided his choice ! — Obey me then your chief. 
For you, O christians ! know, with speed I came, 
On the first notice of this foul design, 
Or to preyent it, or repair your wrongs. 
Your goods shall be untouch'd, your persons safe, 
Nor shall our troops, henceforth, on pain of death, 420 
Molest your march. If more you ask, 't is granted. 
Eum. Still just and brave! thy virtues would adorn 
A purer faith! Thou, better than thy sect, 
That dar'st decline from that to acts of mercy ! 
Pardon, Abudah, if thy honest heart 
Makes us even wish thee ours. 
Abu. [Atide.] O Power Supreme! 
That mad'st my heart, and know'st its inmost frame! 
If yet I err, O lead me into truth, | 
Or pardon unknawn error — Now, Eumenes, 430 
Friends as we may be, let us part in peace. [ Exeunt severally. 


Enter ARTAMON and EUDOCI a. 

„ Eud. Alas! but is my father cafe ? 

Art. Heaven knows. 
left him just preparing to engage; 
„When doubtful of th' event he bade me haste 
« To warn his dearest daughter of the danger, 
1% And aid your speedy flight. 

* Eud. My flight! but whither > 
O noi if he. is loot— _ 

% Art. J hope, not so. 
« The noise is ceas'd. Perhaps they 're beaten off. 
« We soon shall knaw ;—here 's one that can inform us. 
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« Enter first Officer.“ 


Soldier, thy looks speak well. What says thy tongue? 
1 Offi. The foe 's withdrawn; Abudah has been here, 
And has renew'd the terms. Caled is kill'd 
Art. Hold ——first thank Heaven for that. 
« Eud.”” Where is Eumenes ? 
1 Off, I left him well: by his command I came 
To search you out: and let you know this news. 
I've more; but that 459 
Art. Is bad, perhaps, so says 
This sudden pause. Well, be it so; let 's know it, 
'T is but life's chequer'd lot. | 
1 Offs. Eumenes mourns 
A friend's unhappy fall ; Herbis is slain ; 
A settled gloom seem'd to hang heavy on him, 
Th” effect of grief, 't is thought, for his lost son 
When, on the first attack, like one that sought 
The welcome means of death, with desp'rate valour 


He press'd the foe, and met the fate he wish'd. 460 
Art, See, where Eumenes comes! What 's this? He 
seems 


To lead some wounded friend 


Alas ! 't is— 
They withdraw to one gide of the stage. 


"ater EUMENES, leading in PRHoc as with an Arrow in his 
Breast, and Eu DbociA. 


« Eum, Give me thy wound! O, I could bear it for thee ! 
« 'This goodness melts my heart. What, in a moment 


“ Forgetting all thy wrongs, in kind embraces 
T' exchange forgiveness thus! 


„ Pho. Moments are few, 
* And must not now be wasted. O Eumenes, 
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« Lend me thy helping hand a little further ; 
* O where, where is she? [They advance. ]“ 470 
Eum. Look, look here, Eudocia ! 
Behold a sight that calls for all our tears! 
Eud, Phocyas, and wounded !—O, what cruel hand 
Pho, No, 't was a kind one—Spare thy tears, Eudocia |! 
For mine are tears of joy 
Eud. Is 't possible ? 
Pho. T is done — the pow'rs supreme have heard my 
pray'r, 
And prosper'd me with some fair deeds this day. 
I *'ve fought once more, and for my friends, my country. 
By me the treacherous chiefs are slain; a while 480 
I stopp'd the foe, till, warn'd by me before 
Of this their sudden march, Abudah came ; 
But first this random shaft had reach'd my breast. 
Life's mingled scene is oder t is thus that Heaven 
At once chastises, and, I hope, accepts me; 
And now I wake as from the sleep of death. 
Eud. What shall I say to thee to give thee comfort ? 
Phe. Say only thou forgiv'st me. 0 Eudocia l 
No longer now my dazzled eyes behold thee 
Thro' passion's mists; my soul now gazes on thee, 490 
And sees thee lovelier in unfading charms ! 
Bright as the shining angel host that stood 
Whilst | — but there it smarts 
Eud. Look down, look down, 
Ye pitying powers! and help his pious sorrow ! 
Eun, I is not too late, we hope, to give thee help. 
See! yonder is my tent: we ll lead thee thither ; 
Come, enter there, and let thy wound be dress'd. 
Perhaps it is not mortal. 
Phe. No! not mortal ! 500 
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No flattery now. By all my hopes hereafter, 
For the world's empire I'd not lose this death! 
Alas! I but keep in my fleeting breath 
A few short moments, till I have conjur'd you 
That to the world you witness my remorse 
For my past errors, and defend my fame. 
For know—soon as this pointed steel 's drawn out 
Life follows thro? the wound. 
Eud. What dost thou say? 
O touch not yet the broken springs of life 
A thousand tender thoughts rise in my soul. 
How shall I give them words? „ Oh, till this hour 
« I scarce have tasted woe !—— this is indeed 
« To part — but, Oh!“ — 
Pho. No more death is now painful ! 
But say, my friends, whilst I have breath to ask, 
(For still methinks all your concerns are mine) 
Whither have you design'd to bend your journey? 
Eum. Constantinople is my last retreat, 
If Heaven indulge my wish; there I've resolv'd 
To wear out the dark winter of my life, 
An old man's stock of days — I hope not many. 
Eud. There will I dedicate myself to Heaven. 
O Phocyas, for thy sake, no rival else 
Shall e'er possess my heart. My father too 
Consents to this my vow. My vital flame 
6 There, like a taper on the holy altar, 
« Shall waste away; till Heaven, relenting, hears 
te Incessant prayers for thee and for myself, 
« And wing my soul to meet with thine in bliss. 
« For in that thought I find a sudden hope, 
& A, if inspir'd, springs in my breast, and tells me 
« That thy repenting frailty is forgiven,” 
And we shall meet again to part no more. 
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Pho. [ Plucking out the arrow.) Then all is done——t was 
the last pang——at length 
I've given up thee, and the world now is—nothing. 
Eum. Alas! * he falls. Help, Artamon, support him. 
© Look how he bleeds! Let 's lay him gently down;“ 
Night gathers fast upon him——$s0——look up, 
Or speak, if thou hast life—Nay then—my daughter! 540 
She faints—“ Help there, and bear her to her tent.“ 
[Eudocia fgints away. 
Art. [Weeping aside.] I thank ye, eyes! This is but decent 
tribute, 
My heart was full before. 
Eum. O Phocyas, Phocyas ! 
Alas! he hears not now, nor sees my Sorrows |! 
Yet will I mourn for thee, thou gallant youth ! 
As for a son—5$0 let me call thee now, 
A much-wrong'd friend, and an unhappy hero! 
A fruitless zeal, yet all I now can show. 
Tears vainly flow for errors learnt too late, 550 
When timely caution should prevent our fate. [ Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE. 


WEL L, tirs ; you de seen, his pattion to approve; 


A desperate lover give up all for love, 

All but his faith—Methinks now I can ay, 
Among you airy sparks, some wwho would cry, 
Phoo, pox for that what need of such a pother ? 
Fer one faith left, he would have got another. 


True : t was your very cate. Just what you gay, 


Our rebel fools were ripe for—t "other day; 
T ho disappointed now, they re wiser grown, 


And with much grief—are forc'd to keep their owns 


T hese generous madmen gratis sought their ruin, 
And tet no price, not they — on their undoing. 
For gain, indeed, aue ve others would not dally, 
Or with stale principles stand 5hilli-shally— 
Tou l find all their religion in *Change- Alley, 

T here all pursue, by better means or worse, 
lago's rule, Put money in thy pure. 

For tho* you differ still in speculation, 

For why—each head is wiser than the nation— 
Tho points of faith for ever will divide you, 
And bravely you declare — none e er Shall ride you 
In practice all agree, and every man 

Dewoutly gtri ves to get what wealth he can: 
All parties at this golden altar bow, 

Gain, pow'rful gain the new religion now, 


But leave we this Since in this circle smile 
So many shining beauties of our isle, 
Who to more generous ends direct their aim, 


And show us virtue in its fairest frame; 
L 


12 —_—_ — 7 


r 


” 
2 
x 


82 EPILOGU EC» 


—’P—ͤ— — — — — — - 


To thete, with pride, the author bids me gay, 

'T wwas chiefly for your tex he wrete this play; 
And if in one bright character you find | 
Superior honour, and a noble mind, 

Know, from the life Eudecia'; charms he drew, 
And hopes the piece shall live that copies you, 
Sure of Success, he cannot miss his end, 

if every British heroine preves his friend. 
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THE END. 
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